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TREASURE ISLAND. 


By RoBert Louis STEVENSON. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY A. S. Boyp. 
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T was far indeed from being my first book, for I am not a 
novelist alone. But I am well aware that my paymaster, the 

Great Public, regards what else I have written with indifference, 

if not aversion; if it call upon me at all, it calls on me in the. 
familiar and indelible character; and when I am asked to talk of 
my first book, no question in the world but what is meant is my 

first novel. | | 

Sooner or later, somehow, anyhow, I was bound to write 

a novel. It seems vain to ask why. Men are born with various 

manias: from my earliest childhood, it was mine to make a 

plaything of imaginary series of events; and as soon as J was able 

to write, I became a good friend to the paper-makezs. Reams 

upon reams must have gone to the making of Rathillet, The 

Pentland Rising, * The King’s Pardon (otherwise Park Whitehead ), 

Edward Daven, A Country Dance, and A Vendetta in the West; 

and it is consolatory to remember that these reams are now all 

ashes, and have been received again into the soil. I have named 

but a few of my ill-fated efforts, only such indeed as came to a 

fair bulk ere they were desisted from; and even so they cover a 

long vista of years. Rathillet was attempted before fifteen, The 

Vendetta at twenty-nine, and the succession of defeats lasted 

unbroken till I was thirty-one. By that time, I had written little 

books and little essays and short stories; and had got patted on the 

back and paid for them—though not enoughtolive upon. I had quite 

a reputation, I was the successful man; I passed my days in toil, 

the futility of which would sometimes make my cheek to burn— 
that I should spend a man’s energy upon this business, and yet 
could not earn a livelihood: and still there shone ahead of me an 

unattained ideal : although I had attempted the thing with vigour 








* Ne pas confondre. Not the slim green pamphlet with the imprint of 
Andrew Elliott, for which (as I see with amazement from the book-lists) the 
gentlemen of England are willing to pay fancy prices; but its predecessor, a 
bulky historical romance without a spark of merit, and now deleted from the 


world. ) 
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not less than ten or twelve times, I had not yet written a novel. 
All—all my pretty ones—had gone for a little, and then stopped 
inexorably like a schoolboy’s watch. I might be compared to a 
cricketer of many years’ standing who should never have made a 
run. Anybody can write a short story—a bad one, I mean—who 
has industry and paper and time enough; but not everyone may 
hope to write even a bad novel. It is the length that kills. The 
accepted novelist may take his novel up and put it down, spend 
days upon it in vain, and write not any more than he makes haste 
to blot. Not so the beginner. Human nature has certain rights ; 
instinct—the instinct of self-preservation—forbids that any man 
(cheered and supported by the consciousness of no previous victory) 
should endure the miseries of unsuccessful literary toil beyond a 
period to be measured in weeks. There must be something for 
hope to feed upon. The beginner must have a slant of wind, a 
lucky vein must be running, he must be in one of those hours when 
the words come and the phrases balance of themselves—even to 
begin. And having begun, what a dread looking forward is that 
until the book shall be accomplished! For so long a time, the slant 
is to continue unchanged, the vein to keep running, for so long a 
time you must keep at command the same quality of style: for so 
long a time your puppets are to be always vital, always consistent, 
always vigorous! I remember I used to look, in those days, upon 
every three-volume novel with a sort of veneration, as a feat—not 
possibly of literature—but at least of physical and moral 
endurance and the courage of Ajax. 

In the fated year I came to live with my father and mother at 
Kinnaird, above Pitlochry. Then I walked on the red moors 
and by the side of the golden burn; the rude, pure air of our 
mountains inspirited, if it did not inspire us, and my wife and I 
projected a joint volume of logic stories, for which she wrote The 
Shadow on the Bed, and I turned out Thrawn Janet ‘anda first 
draft of The Merry Men. I love my native air, but it does not love 
me; and the end of this delightful period was a cold, a fly-blister, 
and a migration by Strathairdle and Glenshee to the Castleton of 
Braemar. There it blew a good deal and rained ina proportion ; 
my native air was more unkind than man’s ingratitude, and I 
must consent to pass a good deal of my time between four walls 
in a house lugubriously known as the Late Miss McGregor’s 
Cottage. And now admire the finger of predestination. There 
was a schoolboy in the Late Miss McGregor’s Cottage, home from 
the holidays, and much in want of “something craggy to break 
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visibly among imaginary woods; and their brown faces and bright 
weapons peeped out upon me from unexpected quarters, as they 
passed to and fro, fighting and hunting treasure, on these few 
square inches of a flat projection. The next thing I knew I had 
some papers before me and was writing out a list of chapters. 
How often have I done so, and the thing gone no further! But 
there seemed elements of success about this enterprise. It was to 
be a story for boys; no need of psychology or fine writing; and I 
had a boy at hand to be a touchstone. Women were excluded. 
I was unable to handle a brig (which the Hispaniola should have 
been), but I thought I could make shift to sail her as a schooner 
without public shame. And then I had an idea for John Silver 
from which I promised myself funds of entertainment; to take an 
admired friend of mine (whom the reader very likely knows and 
admires as much as I do), to deprive him of all his finer qualities 
and higher graces of temperament, to leave him with nothing but 
his strength, his courage, his quickness, and his magnificent 
geniality, and to try to express these in terms of the culture of a 
raw tarpaulin. Such psychical surgery 1s, I think, a common way 
of ‘‘making character’’; perhaps it is, indeed, the only way. 
We can put in the quaint figure that spoke a hundred words with 
us yesterday by the wayside; but do we know him? Our friend, 
with his infinite variety and flexibility, we know—but can we 
put him in? Upon the first, we must engraft secondary and 
imaginary qualities, possibly all wrong; from the second, knife in 
hand, we must cut away and deduct the needless arborescence of 
his nature, but the trunk and the few branches that remain we 
may at least be fairly sure of. 

: On a chill September morning, by the cheek of a brisk fire, 
and the rain drumming on the window, I began The Sea Cook, 
for that was the original title. I have begun (and finished) a 
number of other books, but I cannot remember to have sat down 
to one of them with more complacency. It is not to be wondered 
at, for stolen waters are proverbially sweet. I am now upon a 
painful chapter. No doubt the parrot once belonged to Robinson 
Crusoe. No doubt the skeleton is conveyed from Poe. I think 
little of these, they are trifles and details; and no man can hope 
to have a monopoly of skeletons or make a corner in talking 
birds. » The stockade, I am told, is from Masterman Ready. It 
may be, I care not a jot. These useful writers had fulfilled the 
poet’s saying: departing, they had left behind them Footprints on 
the sands of time, Footprints which perhaps another—and I was 
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the other! It is my debt to Washington Irving that exercises my 
conscience, and justly so, for I believe plagiarism was rarely 
carried farther. I chanced to pick up the Tales of a Traveller 
some years ago with a view to an anthology of prose narrative, 
and the book flew up and struck me: Billy Bones, his chest, the 
company in the parlour, the whole inner spirit, and a good deal of 
the material detail of my first chapters—all were there, all were 
the property of Washington Irving. But I had no guess of it 
then as I sat writing by the fireside, in what seemed the spring- 
tides of a somewhat pedestrian inspiration; nor yet day by day, 
after lunch, as I read aloud my morning’s work to the family. It 
seemed to me original as sin; it seemed to belong to me like my 
right eye. I had counted on one boy, I found I had two in my 
audience. My father caught fire at once with all the romance and 
childishness of his original nature. His own stories, that every 
night of his life he put himself to sleep with, dealt perpetually 
with ships, roadside inns, robbers, old sailors, and commercial 
travellers before the era of steam. He never finished one of these 
romances; the lucky man did not require to! But in Treasure 
Island he recognised something kindred to his own imagination ; 
it was his kind of picturesque ; and he not only heard with delight 
the daily chapter, but set himself acting to collaborate. When the 
time came for Billy Bones’s chest to be ransacked, he must have 
passed the better part of a day preparing, on the back of a 
legal envelope, an inventory of its contents, which I exactly 
followed; and the name of “ Flint’s old ship’”—the Walrus—was 
given at his particular request. And now who should come drop- 
ping in, ex machina, but Dr. Japp, like the disguised prince who 
is to bring down the curtain upon peace and happiness in the last 
act; for he carried in his pocket, not a horn or a talisman, but a 
publisher—had, in fact, been charged by my old friend, Mr. 
Henderson, to unearth new writers for Young Folks. Even the 
ruthlessness of a united family recoiled before the extreme 
measure of inflicting on our guest the mutilated members of The 
Sea Cook ; at the same time, we would by no means stop our 
readings; and accordingly the tale was begun again at the 
beginning, and solemnly re-delivered for the benefit of Dr. Japp. 
From that moment on, I have thought highly of his critical 
faculty ; for when he left us, he carried away the manuscript in 
his portmanteau. 
Here, then, was everything to keep me up, sympathy, help, 
and now a positive engagement. I had chosen besides a very 
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Davos, where I was to pass the winter, had the resolution to think 
of other things and bury myself in the novels of M. de Boisgobey. 
Arrived at my destination, down I sat one morning to the un- 
finished tale; and behold! it flowed ‘tom me like small talk; and 
in a second tide of delighted industry, and again at a rate of a 
chapter a day, I finished Treasure Island. It had to be transcribed 
almost exactly; my wife was ill; the schoolboy remained alone 
of the faithful ; and John Addington Symonds (to whom I timidly 
mentioned what I was engaged on) looked on me askance. He 
was at that time very eager I should write on the characters of 
Theophrastus: so far out may be the judgments of the wisest 
men. But Symonds (to be sure) was scarce the confidant to go 
for sympathy on a boy’s story. He was large-minded; “a full 
man,” if there was one; but the very name of my enterprise 
would suggest to him only capitulations of sincerity and solecisms 
of style. Well! he was not far wrong. 

Treasure Island—it was Mr. Henderson who deleted the first 
title, The Sea Cook—appeared duly in the story paper, where it 
figured in the ignoble midst, without woodcuts, and attracted not 
the least attention. I did not care. I liked the tale myself, for 
much the same reason as my father liked the beginning: it was 
my kind of picturesque. I was not a little proud of John Silver, 
also; and to this day rather admire that smooth and formidable 
adventurer. What was infinitely more exhilarating, I had passed 
a landmark; I had finished a tale, and written The End upon 
my manuscript, as I had not done since The Pentland Rising, 
when I was a boy of sixteen not yet at college. In truth it was 
so by a set of lucky accidents; had not Dr. Japp come on his 
visit, had not the tale flowed from me with singular ease, it must | 
have been laid aside like its predecessors, and found a circuitous 
and unlamented way to the fire. Purists may suggest it would 
have been better so. I am not of that mind. The tale seems to 
have given much pleasure, and it brought (or was the means of 
bringing) fire and food and wine to a deserving family in which I 
took an interest. I need scarcely say I mean my own. 

But the adventures of Treasure Island are not yet quite at an 
end. I had written it up to the map. The map was the chief 
part of my plot. For instance, I had called an islet Skeleton 
Island, not knowing what I meant, seeking only for the immediate 
picturesque, and it was to justify this name that I broke into the 

gallery of Mr. Poe and stole Flint’s pointer. And in the same 
way, it was because I had made two harbours that the Hispaniola 
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Washington Irving, a copy of Johnson's Buccaneers, the name of 
the Dead Man’s Chest from Kingsley’s At Last, some recollections 
of canoeing on the high seas, and the map itself, with its infinite, 
eloquent suggestion, made up the whole of my materials. It is, 
perhaps, not often that a map figures so largely in a tale, yet it is 
always important. The author must know his countryside, 
whether real or imaginary, like his hand; the distances, the 
points of the compass, the place of the sun’s rising, the behaviour 
of the moon, should all be beyond cavil. And how troublesome 
the moon is! I have come to grief over the moon in Prince 
Otto, and so soon as that was pointed out to me, adopted a 
precaution which I recommend to other men—I never write 
now without an almanack. With an almanack, and the map of 
the country, and.the plan of every house, either actually plotted 
on paper or already and immediately apprehended in the mind, 
a man may hope to avoid some of the grossest possible blunders. 
With the map before him, he will scarce allow the sun to set 
in the east, as it does in The Antiquary. With the almanack at 
hand, he will scarce allow two horsemen, journeying on the 
most urgent affair, to employ six days, from three of the 
Monday morning till late in the Saturday night, upon a journey 
of, say, ninety or a hundred miles, and before the week is out, 
and still on the same nags,.to cover fifty in one day, 
as may be read at length in the inimitable novel of Rob 
Roy. And it is certainly well, though far from necessary, to 
avoid such ‘‘ croppers.” But it is my contention—my superstition, 
if you like—that who is faithful to his map, and consults it, and 
draws from it his inspiration, daily and hourly, gains positive 
support, and not mere negative immunity from accident. The 
tale has a root there; it grows in that soil; it hasa spine of its 
own behind the words. Better if the country be real, and he has 
walked every foot of it and knows every milestone. But even with 
imaginary places, he will do well in the beginning to provide a 
map; as he studies it, relations will appear that he had not 
thought upon; he will discover obvious, though unsuspected, short- 
cuts and footprints for his messengers; and even when a map is 
not all the plot, as it was in Treasure Island, it will be found to 
be a mine of suggestion. 
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Promising. 
By ANTHONY Hope. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY Hat Hurst. 


N the early days of my University sojourn (it would be 

absurd to call it a career) I was considered promising. 

The Provost himself, when I went to breakfast with him on the 
last day of the summer term, was good enough to tell me so. 

‘* The College,” he remarked, ‘‘ expects great things from you, 

Mr. Vansittart.” 

‘*T wish, sir,” I rejoined, ‘‘that the College may not be 
wrong.” 

‘* With a little more application,” he pursued, ‘a first-class is, 

in the opinion of the College, well within your reach.” 

I believe I blushed. The young lady sitting opposite to me 
flung up her eyelashes for a demure amused glance. 

The Provost smiled kindly. 

‘* Yes, you are a promising young man, Mr. Vansittart,” said 
he. ‘*‘ God bless my soul! It’s ten o’clock, and the Vice- 
Chancellor is waiting for me!” 

‘*Qh, Papa!” said the young lady opposite to me. 

The Provost held out his hand; I clasped it; I believe that 
he supposed me to be going at the same time. He went; I | 
remained. 

‘‘It is,” I observed, with a profound sigh, ‘‘the last day 
of term.” 

‘*Yes,”’ said the young lady. 

‘‘ Tf,” said I, ‘‘ you were to come and unlock the gate at the 
bottom of your garden for me, I could reach my rooms that way.” 

‘¢ Would it be the shortest ?” she asked. 

‘¢Tt will be much too short, anyhow,” said I. 

A few minutes later I sat down ona bench. Daisy stopped, 
looked doubtful, shook her head, sat down; we pursued the con- 
versation which we had begun as we came along. 

‘‘Papa would never hear of it,” she said. 
‘¢] should not wish him to—just yet,” I observed. “* But 
when I’ve taken my degree i 
‘¢ That’s two years off—at least,” she interrupted. 
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‘What do you mean by ‘at least’? I asked, rather hurt. 

‘¢ People don't always get things the first time they try.”’ 

‘You're thinking of the first time I as 

‘No, I’m not,” she cried, blushing amazingly, ‘‘I meant 
you'd probably be ploughed.” 

‘‘I’m going to get a first,” said I, 

‘* Nonsense,” said Daisy. 

I drew a little nearer. 

















‘*You read the article?” asked. ‘‘ The fellow 
showed quite plainly that it could be done o1 
three hun- dred—with careful 
management, you know.” 

Pee , 
A ‘ (ie - 
/ 
; ~OSF . 
-y Daisy nodded sa- 
eo. a e - gaciously. 
ee ee _ 3 ‘“And I don’t see why I 
' I) ‘| | } °  shouldn’t have three hundred 
Oa eee in—well, in about three years.” 
Weeteee ? I spoke as though three years 
= were a moment of time. 
‘*T shall be twenty,”’ mused 
‘DON’ Go.” oe = Daisy in an awestruck tone. 


RNG ‘‘Tt’s not a bit too old,” I 
A 
wy cried. 


‘¢N-—no, I suppose not,” she conceded. ‘* But it’s a terribly 


long time, Dick.” 
A pause followed. I hammered my cap against the 


bench. 
‘It’s a beast of a world,” I burst out. ‘‘ Why the deuce 
can't ? There’s the Dean just got married!” 


‘The Dean must be forty,” observed Daisy. 
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‘“He says he’s twenty-nine,” and we both laughed. (I 
happen to know, now, that the Dean spoke the truth.) 

‘* Dick,” said Daisy, in a wistful tone, ‘I wish you were rich 
like Mr. Franklin Ford.” 

‘‘Ford’s a beast,” said I. 

‘“T didn’t say he wasn't that, Dick; but is 

‘‘Of course, if money’s what you want ° 

‘You know I don’t; but I suppose there’s no harm in 
wishing that we si 

I recovered my good temper; I always did when she said 
‘Cwe.” 

‘*T can make as much as he’s got,” said I, confidently. 

‘Qh, can you, Dick? How soon?” 

I was not going to boast. Assuming a calm and wise air, I 
answered, 

‘* By the time I am thirty, anyhow.” 

Daisy’s face fell woefully. 

*¢QOh, ¢hirty!” she moaned. Then she turned to me with a 
smile, saying, 

** Never mind, Dick dear. We shan't want quite as much. 
Why he’s got five thousand a year!” 

‘* How do you know ?” 

‘*Mrs. Jackson told me so. Oh, what do you think, Dick ? 
She said that if I liked I might—she said she was sure I might- » 
Where are you going, Dick?” 

‘© If you’re only going to tell me what that wretched old woman 
says, I’m going back to my rooms. What did she say ?” 

‘TI won't talk about it, if you don’t i 

‘‘OQh, what did she say ?”’ 

‘* Oh, well, why that Mr. Franklin Ford --(you’ll break the 
corner of your cap in a minute, Dick)—only that Mr. Franklin 
Ford—(There, I knew you would—your cap’s in an awful state, 
Dick—so is your gown)—only that Mr. Franklin Ford—Oh, how 
stupid you are, Dick! You know perfectly well what she 
said.” 

I flung the battered cap upon the bench, thrust my hands into 
my pockets, rested my chin on my necktie, and stared moodily at 
my toes. There was a long pause. Presently I felt the lightest 
touch on my arm: I took no notice. The touch grew more in- 
sistent. 

‘‘Poor boy!” said Daisy. ‘‘ Dick, I told her I thought Mr. 
Ford horrid.” 
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‘‘Did you?” I cried, my hands flying from my pockets to— 
elsewhere. 

‘‘Yes, and she said I should know better as I got older. I 
don’t see what she means. Of course, I couldn’t tell her about 
you, or she’d have seen that my getting older couldn’t make any 
difference. Oh, Dick, isn’t it wonderful ?” 

‘*' Yes,” said I, soberly, for a look had passed in the blue eycs 
that seemed to me very wonderful. 

Presently Daisy said in a low tone, 

‘“‘T wish Papa wouldn’t insist on going abroad all the Long. 
He says he can work better there.” 

‘‘ What does he want to work for? ” cried I. 

‘*T don’t know,” said she. 
abroad ?” | 

It was a bitter moment. O dura paupertas! 

‘‘]’ve got no money,” said I, with defiant bluntness. 

Her breath caught half-way through a little laugh. 

‘‘Oh, you poor dear boy!” said she. ‘‘ Never ‘mind, Dick. 
It’s only till October.” 

‘*QOnly!” said I, in tones a Hamlet might be proud of. 

‘¢ Will it seem very long?” she asked, drooping her lashes. 

‘* As if you didn’t know !” 


‘“Yes—but, Dick, I may like to be told all the same, ycu 
know.” 


‘Dick, why don’t you come 


So I told her, and @ons on @ons of weary waiting rose before 
us at the bidding of my words. 

‘‘ And in all that time,” she said, ‘‘ are you sure you won't 
forget ? Oh, well, then, I believe you won’t. Think, Dick, what 
it will be when you come back! You must look out of your 


window al/ the first day—and perhaps I may come by.” 
‘« And look up?” 


‘‘ Perhaps.” 

‘*Perhaps you'll have forgotten.” 

‘‘Oh, Dick, that is horrid of you! 
friends.” 

‘* Friends!” I echoed indignantly. | 

‘* Well, you know what I mean,” said she, indulgently. 

As she spoke, the great clock in the tower struck eleven. 
She sprang to her feet. 

‘Don’t go,” I urged. ‘‘ Daisy, it’s the last time.” 

‘Oh, but I must ; so must you.” 

She seemed resolute. 
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would get out to-morrow, and to-morrow never came. I imagine 
that if a person were to drink much of the whiskey offered on 
the Pass, he would soon see the snakes and many other equally 
objectionable things. The little river that flows into Serpent 
Lake, twists and turns in true serpentine fashion and is said to 
represent the track the snake made when going to its lengthened 


stay in the lake region. 
There is a celebrated echo in the Pass, and for some time we 


had been followed by men and boys with bugles, who offered to 
arouse it for a small consideration. A reputable firm of cannon- 
firers, who, with their ordnance, work in conjunction with the 
echo, the latter being a sleeping partner until the guns are fired, 
sent advance agents to us respectfully soliciting our patronage. 
They were echo makers to the nobility and gentry, so of course 
we paid the shot. 3 
The Pass itself is very grand, and the surrounding scenery 
exceedingly beautiful. Purple Mountain, so-called strangely 
enough because it zs purple, keeps constant watch over' the 
traveller through the Gap. It is one of the most lovely moun- 
tains in the world, the purple heather which gives it its colour 
being of a pure delicate hue, most charming tolook upon. Once 
over the Pass, descent is made by a long looped road, reminding 
one of Alpine scenes, down into the Black Valley, a gloomy 
gorge that fully justifies its name. At last we come to a gate, 
and here We turn the ponies over to their owners.. Good-natured 
young fellows our three guides were, full of information and 
legend, anxious that those who rode their steeds should have a 
good time and the worth of their money. 
We now had to pay tribute in order to get to the Upper Lake. 
A shilling toll is demanded at most of the entrances of the 
Herbert estate. You get the Torc waterfall and some other 
attractions at sixpence each. The money is said to go towards 
maintaining the roads, and the particular tax we paid doubt- 
less went to keeping the lakes in repair. The wear and tear 
of a lake caused by small boats going over it, is something 
that a mere city dweller has no idea of.’ We found two men in 
a boat waiting for us, not to mention the lunch. The scenery 
of the Upper Lake is wild and rugged. In one spot a mountain 
called Eagle’s Nest rises sheer from the water’s edge, a thousand 
feet into the air, like a miniature Matterhorn. The chicf boat- 
man was as full of legendary lore as were the pony: drivers. 
He pointed out the marks on the solid rock where somebody 
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Wilson being first mate, McLean second mate, and Griffins chief 
steward. There were nine seamen and two apprentices, Fer- 
guson and McDonald, making in all a crew of fifteen hands. 

Trouble arose among some of the men during the voyage to 
Buenos Ayres, and, on arrival at the port, seven of the sailors 
being anxious to leave the ship, it was decided to discharge 
them, provided other seamen could be found to take their places. 
McLean was sent on shore to engage the new hands, and was 
fortunate in his first recruiting, in securing the services of 
two English sailors, Dunne and Carrick. No other English- 
men were available in the port; but one George Pano, a 
Greek seaman of splendid physique and enormous stature, 
volunteered not only to sign articles for the Caswell himself, but 
to select from the foreigners idle in the harbour the men most 
suitable for an English vessel, who had served before on British 
ships. The result of his levy was to enter on the ship’s books 
Joseph Pistorio, Nicholas Morelas, Christos Bombos, and Gaspar 
Pistorio, all rated as able-bodied seamen. The two Pistorios 
were Maltese, Morelas and Bombos were Greeks. 

The Caswell proceeded to Valparaiso, whence she received 
orders to set out for Autofagasto, and from Autofagasto the 
vessel sailed on the 1st of January, 1876, for Queenstown, one 
short in her complement, owing to the desertion of the cook, 
whose place was taken by Morelas. 

On the morning of the 4th of January there came on deck, 
on the Captain’s watch, Joseph Pistorio, who took the helm, 
Bombos, Pano, Carrick, and Ferguson. The second appren- 
tice, McDonald, was rattling down the rigging, and Morelas 
was in the galley preparing the officers’ breakfast. Big George 
was ordered to take McDonald’s place. Accordingly, he clam- 
bered into the starboard shrouds in the main rigging and, draw- 
ing his knife, slowly and clumsily proceeded to work. From 
the fo’c’s’le came Gaspar Pistorio, whose watch had just before 
gone below, as Captain Best, with a few angry words, approached 
the rigging in which the big Greek was working to show Pano 
how to pass seizing. 

The captain stood with his right hand grasping the shrouds, 
as the Greek dropped on the deck beside him. Then rang 
through the ship a moaning howl of pain, as the glittering knife 
swept once upwards, once across his stomach, and the Com- 
mander fell a shapeless, bleeding mass. At the cry, the ship 
sweated blood. Joseph Pistorio leapt from the wheel, and, draw- 
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TFtophins’s Safe. 
By W. L. ALDEN. 


ILLUSTRATED BY R. JACK. 


“ SEE,” said the Jericho station-master, ‘‘ that a train on the 

Denver road has just been held up, and the safe robbed 
of over three hundred thousand dollars. Well! these things 
has to happen so long as the present style of burglar-proof safes 
is in fashion. Any robber that has been properly educated to 
the business can open a safe inside of half-an-hour, and can do 
it without any dynamite or such violent ways. Now a safe can 
be made that nobody can open except with the proper combina- 
tion, for I’ve seen such a safe myself. Saw it on this very road 
too, and it was buried only about fifty miles from here.” 

‘‘'What in the world was the reason for burying a safe?” I 
asked. 

‘‘ Because you can’t have a funeral without burying the 
corpse,” replied the station-master. ‘‘ I’ve got just about time 
enough to tell you the story before the Athensville express - 
comes in, so set down and you shall hear all about it. 

** About ten years ago, or mebbe eleven, I ain’t any sort of a 
hand for dates, there was a baggage-master on this road by the 
name of Hopkins. He and I were on the same train, which was 
the regular day express, and carried the gold dust that used to 
be sent down once a week from Custerville, where the mines 
were panning out at the time pretty middling well. Thishyer 
Hopkins—Jim was his name—besides being baggage-master, 
also acted as agent for the express company, and took charge 
of the safe. As a rule, the train was held up about once a 
month, and the safe was either opened by Jim, with a pistol 
to his ear, or else, if the robbers had plenty of time before them, 
and took a pride in their profession, they would open it them- 
selves. 

‘¢ Jim got tired of this sort of thing, and, being an ingenious 
sort of chap who had invented quite a lot of things, he under- 
took to invent a safe that nobody could open except with the - 
combination. Moreover, he cal’lated to make it so strong that 
dynamite wouldn’t have no effect upon it, so that it would 
really be a burglar-proof safe, in good earnest. Well, Jim he 
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worked at that safe for a good part of the winter, until he had 
got it planned out in a way to suit him, and then he took some 
of his savings, for he had a good lot of money in the bank, 
and he built his new patent burglar-proof safe, and had it put in 
his baggage-car. 

‘“The new safe was about twice the size of an ordinary 
express company’s safe. Outside it looked like any other safe, 
but besides being twice as strong as anything of the kind that 
had ever been built before, it had a good many special features, 
which I don’t pretend to remember, not being a mechanical 
sharp myself. I do recall, however, that it had a spring lock, 
which Jim explained was for convenience in case the train 
should be held up very sudden, and there shouldn’t be time to 
close the safe and lock it in the usual way. 

‘* ‘Seems to me,’ said the conductor, whose name was Samp- 
son, though we always called him Gates, after that friend of 
Sampson’s that he carried away from somewhere on his back— 
I don’t exactly remember the name of the town—‘ Seems to me,’ 
said he, ‘that when you get a pistol to your ear that safe’ll come 
open as easy as any other safe.’ 

‘“©*So it will,’ says Jim, ‘ provided I ever find that pistol 
alongside of my ear. But I cal’late that I’ve got through with 
that style of amusement. The next time thishyer train is held 
up, the robbers won’t find me, unless they can open that safe, 
which is just what I mean that they shan’t be able to do.’ 

‘‘‘ Why, where are you going to be?’ asks Gates. ‘Are 
you cal’lating to hide yourself in the fire-box, or under the water 
in the tank ?’ : | 

‘« ‘See here,’ says Jim. ‘I ain’t no blamed fool, if I do look 
like one. No, Sir, I don’t cal’late to try any such games as 
those you’re a-referring to, but I do expect to get inside of that 
safe when the train is held up, and to stay there till the robbers 
get tired of trying to open it.’ 

‘<¢That’s a big scheme, Jim,’ says the conductor; ‘but I’d 
like to know how you expect to open the safe again when you 
want to come out.’ 

‘©*Q!’ says Jim, that part of the business I leave with you. 
I’ll give you the combination, and after the robbers have got 
tired and gone home, you can open the safe and let me out.’ 

‘¢¢ All right,’ says Gates. ‘I'll let you out fast enough, pro- 
vided I can remember the combination, but you know my 
memory isn’t what you might call first-class, and I might forget 
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the combination, and never be able to open the safe. Of course, 
you wouldn’t mind a little thing like that, for you’d be snug 
and comfortable, though perhaps a little bit hungry after a while.’ 

‘‘ Well, the conductor kept on chaffing Jim about his new 
invention, but the two were good friends, though it was after- 
wards thought by people who didn’t know all the facts that 
Gates was partly to blame for what happened. Jim he gave 
Gates the combination of the safe, and the very next day after 
the thing was put in the baggage-car the train was held up just 
this side of Athensville. 

‘‘ The robbers climbed into the baggage-car, and when they 
couldn’t find Jim they brought up the conductor and told him to 
open the safe. The conductor swore that nobody knew the 
combination except Jim, and that he wasn’t aboard the train 
that night, but had laid over at Jones’s Misery, owing to not 
feeling very well. The robbers, seeing as Jim was not to be 
found, believed what the conductor said, and they went to work 
to pick the lock of the safe. Of course they couldn’t do it, for 
that lock was just a masterpiece of engineering, and there wasn’t 
a man living that could pick it. Then they tried their centrebits, 
but they couldn’t make any impression on the safe. The bits 
would just slide around and scratch the surface here and there, 
but they hardly made a dent in the steel. By this time the 
robbers had got pretty mad, and they slid the safe out into the 
open, and tried what they could do with dynamite. They must 
have put a lot of the stuff under the safe, for when it went off 
the safe sailed more than thirty feet into the air, and came down 
so solid that she made a big hole in the ground. But when 
they came to examine her she wasn’t hurt a bit. Not a joint nor 
a bolt was started, and-except for a little blackening of the out- 
side she was as good as new. 

‘‘¢Thishyer is a low-down outrage,’ says the robber 
captain. ‘The man that made that safe deserves hanging if 
ever a man did, for the thing is going to put an end to train 
robbing, and will throw hundreds of men out of employment. 
I hate a man what hasn’t any feelings for his fellow-men.’ 

‘‘Well, the rest of the robbers they. stood around the safe 
and cussed till they were tired, but they admitted that they 
couldn’t open it, and after a while they told the conductor that 
he might take his safe back again, and start his train down the 
road. Accordingly, we got the safe into the baggage-car 
again, and after the train was a mile or two down the road the 
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conductor he opens her, and there was Jim, as gay as a Jay- 
bird, and laughing himself sick over the failure of the robbers. 

‘‘ There wasn’t any doubt that Jim’s scheme had worked well, 
and the express company gave him fifty dollars as a testimonial 
of their gratitude for having prevented the robbers from seizing 
two hundred thousand dollars worth of gold dust. Bimeby, a 
new idea occurred to Jim. You see, at that time there wasn’t 
any telegraph on this line, and there being only a single track, 
and that a pretty rough one, accidents were frequent. One day 
when there was a drove of cattle on the line, and Jim, looking out 
of the car saw that there was certain to be a smash up, he just 
opened his safe and gets into it, to wait for better times. That 
train went off the track, and the baggage car broke loose and 
went down an embankment, turning over a half-a-dozen times, 
and going clean to kindling-wood. When we began to clear 
things up, and missed Jim, we all supposed that he had been 
smashed, but when the conductor opened the safe to see if the con- 
tents were all right, there was Jim as smiling as a basket of chips, 
and enquiring in a kind of careless way if there was anything the 
matter with the train. After that, Jim regularly climbed into his 
safe whenever he heard the danger signal, and he never once 
got the least scratch or bruise. He went through three collisions 
in that safe, and after one of them, the safe was buried so deep 
among the rubbish that it was two days before we could dig it 
out. That didn’t disturb Jim, however. He just took the time 
out in sleep, and, according to what he said, would have been 
perfectly contented if he had only been able to smoke his pipe, 
which he couldn’t do owing to the scarcity of air in the safe. 
You see, as long as he kept his mouth somewhere near the key- 
hole he managed to do very well, but it wasn’t what you could 
call an airy sort of place. 

‘* Jim was a careful man, and never neglected any precaution 
that would make the valuables in his charge as safe as possible. 
This was why he made it a rule to change the combination of 
the safe every month. About the third day of August—I re- 
member the month, because I always suffer from the liver com- 
plaint in August, and I was off duty- at the time and riding in 
the smoking car, being too sick to work as brakesman — 
we came near running into a waggon that was crossing the 
track. When Jim heard the brakes blown down, he crawled into 
his safe and shut the door, expecting there would be an accident. 
It so happened that the waggon got clear of the track just in 
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time, and we went on our way rejoicing. After awhile we 
missed Jim, and, knowing that he must be in his safe, the con- 
ductor started to open it. He found that the combination 
wouldn’t work, and then, remembering that it was just after the 
first of the month, he knew Jim must have changed it and for- 
gotten to give him the new combination. So the conductor gets 
close to the keyhole and calls to Jim to give him the combination, 
but Jim answers that he had changed it that very morning 
but couldn’t for the life of him remember what it was. _ 

‘‘ Here was a pretty go. The only man who knew the com- 
bination had forgot it, and he was shut up in the safe. We 
told Jim that we would leave him quiet for an hour, and that 
there wasn’t any doubt that he would be able to remember the 
combination in that time, but somehow when he agreed to this 
his voice didn’t sound very sanguine. At the end of an hour he 
hadn’t made any progress. All he could say was, that the word 
had something to da,either with robbery or politics, and that it 
must be a word of five letters, that being the way the lock was 
made. 

‘* Well, we set to work to think of every word in the lan- 
guage relating to robbery and containing five letters. It was 
like working out some of these puzzles that you see in the 
Sunday papers, but we couldn’t hit on the right answer. Seeing 
as ‘robbery ’ didn’t furnish us with the word, we tried words 
connected with ‘ politics,’ and if we had only known it, we were 
on the right track, but we never got there. The conductor sent 
to his house for a big dictionary, and proposed to begin and try 
every word of five letters in the whole concern, but after awhile 
we found that it would take pretty near a year to get through with 
them all, and by that time Jim wouldn’t be wanting to get out. 

‘We worked at that combination for a good twenty-four 
hours, taking it altogether, and then we had togive it up. Then 
we sent for the best safe burglar in the whole North-west, and 
offered him a hundred dollars to open the safe, giving him leave 
to try any plan he might prefer. The man had heard of Jim’s 
patent burglar-proof safe, and, being an ambitious chap who took 
a genuine pride in his profession, he was glad of the job. But 
he didn’t succeed any better than we had done. Picking the 
lock, guessing at the combination, and working with the jimmy 
were all failures, and having heard about the experiment that 
the first gang of train robbers had made on the safe with dyna- 
mite, he didn’t think it worth while to try that sort of thing a 
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second time. However, he did say that in his opinion sledge- 
hammers would open the safe if they were used long enough. 
So we got two men with big sledge-hammers and set them to 
hammering the safe hour after hour in the same place, and when 
they were tired we had two more men to relieve them. We 
took the safe and the men along with us in the train, and they 
made such a noise that you could have heard that train a mile 
away, and would have thought that she was a boiler manu- 
factory on wheels. At the end of twelve hours of steady ham- 
mering there wasn’t so much as a good-sized dent on that 
safe, and we gave up sledge-hammers and made up our minds 
that we had seen the last of Jim. 

‘*For all that we kept tinkering at the combination for a fort- 
night or more afterwards. Jim had been quiet after the end of 
the first eight days, and we couldn’t get any answer from him. 
So, seeing as the time had come for to bid farewell to him, we 
decided that we would take the safe down to the Athensville 
cemetery and bury it as it stood. Which accordingly was done 
on the following Sunday, and, seeing as it was well known that 
safe belonged to Jim, and was empty at the time, except so far 
as Jim was concerned, there was nobody who had the right to 
make any objection. The minister who conducted the funeral 
did say something about the extraordinary nature of the coffin that 
we had chosen for the deceased, but we told him that the coffin 
didn’t concern him, and that all he had to do was to heave ahead 
and give it Christian burial without passing any of his remarks. 
We didn’t think it worth while to sink the safe very deep, because 
some day the combination might be discovered, and then Jim’s 
heirs would want to get the safe out again and put it among 
Jim’s assets, for it would have been sure to fetch a big price if 
there had been any way of getting into it. 

‘‘Tt must have been a year after the funer: 1 when a passenger 
got to talking with the conductor of the express in the smoking- 
car about Jim and his safe, and he accidentally mentioned that 
the night before Jim shut himself up for the last time they two 
had been talking politics, and Jim, who was a Democrat, was 
slinging language about President Hayes, and saying that he 
had stole the Presidency from Tilden, and was no better than a 
train robber. When the conductor heard this he swore a while 
in a thoughtful sort of way, and then he says, ‘ We’ve got that 
combination at last.’ 

‘« * How so ?’ says the man. 
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‘¢* Why,’ says the conductor, ‘Jim allowed that the combi- 
nation was a word of five letters that had something to do either 
with robbery or politics. Now ‘‘ Hayes” would be exactly that 
sort of word, and I can’t think how it happened that we didn’t 
try it. I haven’t the least manner of doubt that if we was to dig 
that safe up and try it with ‘‘ Hayes” it would open without the 
least trouble.’ | 

‘** What’s the good of opening it after Jim has been occupy- 
ing it for more than a year ?’ says the man. 

‘** Why, just this,’ says the conductor. ‘That there safe is 
the only burglar-proof safe ever built, and if the combination 
was known the relatives of the remains could sell it for two 
thousand dollars easy. I'll see them about it to-morrow, and 
we'll have one more try at opening it.’ 

‘* Well, to make a long story short, the relatives dug the 
safe up, and found sure enough that ‘ Hayes’ was the word that 
unlocked it. It was a little rusty on the outside, but otherwise 
it was just as good as ever. There wasn’t very much left of 
Jim by that time, but what there was received a second funeral, 
for there wasn’t anything mean about Jim’s family, and then the 
express company bought the safe for eighteen hundred dollars, 
and it was used on this road for upwards of two years.” 

‘‘ What became of it finally ?” I asked. 

‘‘ What always becomes of anything or anybody that sticks to 
railroading too long. The train went off of Three Mile Bridge, 
about seventy-five miles north of Josephusville, and, there being 
a quicksand at the bottom of the creek that no man could ever 
find the bottom of, the whole train—including Jim’s safe—sank 
out of sight, and nobody ever found the least trace of it after- 
wards. You ought to have heard of that accident, for about 
three hundred passengers went down with the train, and the 
company never paid a cent of damages because there were no 
remains found, and nobody could prove that anybody in parti- 
cular had been killed. I say it didn’t cost the company anything 
for damages, though they do say that the jurymen cost altogether | 
not far from five thousand dollars a-piece. However, the com- 
pany got out of it very cheap, and the directors were more 
disgusted about losing that safe than they were about losing the 
whole train. Come into my office and I'll show you Jim’s 
photograph standing by his new safe, and making believe to 
pronounce an oration on its merits. He was a good fellow was 
Jim, but he put his confidence in that safe once too often.” 
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advantage to those who were cabined on the port or starboard 
sides of the vessel. 

We all got it alike. First we went under on one side, then 
on the other. But if Good Friday was a trial to anyone who 
possessed a millionth part of the patience of Job, Easter Day 
was infinitely worse. We had no ‘‘sun upon this Easter Day,”’ 
and any poet would have been shocked at the Paschal sight 
that greeted us! But we had a pile of snow and sleet on the 
promenade deck, and no sun on earth or sea to melt it. If I 
had placed a copy of Sir John Suckling in my portmanteau I 
should have flung it overboard in disgust. All had gone wrong. 
Japan was in the throes of influenza. Everyone was sick and 
‘‘roopy,’ and there was no suspicion of an Easter sun to cheer 
our spirits and clear our bronchial tubes. 

‘It is said that dire misfortune follows anyone who does not 
put on new clothes on Easter Day. I fear, then, that bad luck 
will pursue me whilst the year lasts, for my Easter Day was 
spent in a dark and comfortless bunk trying to fight the port- 
manteaus and dressing-bags and hat-boxes that careered wildly 
round my miserable cabin. You have no idea what pranks 
your personal impedimenta can play you when a vessel rolls at 
sea. You think that your goods and chattels are safely de- 
posited under the bunks there to remain until required and called 
upon. Safe! nota bit of it. When the ship rolls, out slides 
a portmanteau, which is promptly met by a careering cabin 
trunk. They are joined in their midnight or midday revels by 
bed-ladders or camp-stools, of whose existence you had never 
dreamed, and they all take to sliding and slithering backwards 
and forwards over the floor, which in a few hours looks like the 
wreck of a house after a bombardment. But that is not all. 
When the vessel has first rolled to one side, and then re- 
covered itself with a wild lurch to the other, then comes a 
ghastly shake and horrible tremor occasioned by the ‘‘screw”’ 
leaping out of the water. Then it is that the bottles and the 
glasses begin to dance. A general smash causes cold water, 
hair wash, and perfumery to join in the general fandango, the 
result being too horrible to mention, trying to the nerves, temper, 
and fortitude alike. 

Having endured a Good Friday and an Easter Day of that 
particular pattern, judge of our astonishment when on Bank 
Holiday our captain presented himself at table and coolly in- 
formed us that he had the power—nay, indeed, he was com- 
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hhe Rlittermouse. 


By Ancus Evan ABBOTT. 


ILLUSTRATED BY G. L. HARRISON. 


VEN the most savage of beings, not that Bulstrode the 
Highwayman leader could with justice be described as 
such, have a reverence, or it may be better described as a 
Superstitious awe, for those folk, poets, players on the flute, 
and such-like, to whom Providence has entrusted but half the 
right number of wits. The half-daft, but an acute form of the 
eccentric, have been in all ages treated with a considerate 
gentleness which denotes a pity inborn for those who by nature 
have been deprived of the fitness to battle with the world, or to 
realise, as all rational beings must, that we fight a hopeless 
fight. In the turmoil of war, as in the days of peace, the half- 
witted pass to and fro unmolested by friend and foe alike. 
Indeed, such an one, blessed with the desire to be abroad at odd 
hours and in strange places, his is a picturesque figure in the 
country-side, and in a manner knits together high and low, the 
rich and the poor, in a common bond of sympathy and care. 

But to an honest highwayman, obliged to ride when witches 
take to their brooms, and when the winds swing the hopeless 
hanging bodies like a pendulum athwart the angry sky, and 
play a fretful tune on the chains, it was a distress of spirit to 
come suddenly and in an unexpected place upon one whose in- 
tellect was blind. Bulstrode, after the second fright of the kind, 
seriously thought of quitting the moor for ever. | 

Bulstrode named him the Flittermouse. Often in the amber 
dusk of an autumn evening a solitary figure might be espied 
making an erratic way among the furze, or, like a scout on the 
plains, standing silent and lonely on some raised piece of ground, 
gazing away into space. This was the Flittermouse in search 
of the will-o’-the-wisp that danced in the vacant places of his 
own brain. And many a time Farmer Haddon, homeward 
bound from market and in the middle of a bawling song, was 
startled into quietness by the form of the daft man emerging 
from the bushes by the way, and slowly crossing the highway 
under the very nose of the affrighted horses, head bared to the 
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lifter.” On his way he cut five or six cudgels stout enough 
to administer a lusty blow, yet not so heavy as to run 
the danger of breaking bones. He knew of five good fellows 
who, for a pot of ale and his friendship, would be willing to 
accompany him to the churchyard and render him assistance in 
the administration of justice, should he require any. After dark 
they would repair to the porch of the old church, and Fenn the 
gravedigger had no fear that he would not be able to crack the 
Flittermouse’s head to some purpose. 


It is the man with plenty of flesh on his bones that risks a 
fall, and he that has money can afford to play the fool. The 
shrewd leadership of Bulstrode, the chief of the highwaymen, 
‘had filled the coffers of the outlaw band. As money was 
plentiful—highwaymen never look far ahead—the band decided 
to take matters gently for a time, to allow the coaches to roll 
past unmolested, and to collect no gravel-tax from solitary 
horsemen on their way across the common. When Bulstrode 
came to this decision, two or three of the younger men, with 
the true nomadic blood in their veins, unwilling to remain 
supine for even a few days, shook hands all round, mounted 
their beasts, and rode away to be heard of no more. But the 
others settled down to a season of drinking, feasting, and cock- 
fighting, or paid surreptitious visits to the neighbouring villages 
to play pranks on the slow-witted inhabitants, and to ride home 
across the moor in the early hours of the morning, howling 
song's at the top of their voices. 

This pleasant state of things had lasted for more than a 
week when the gravedigger came to his determination to rid 
the churchyard of its half-witted visitor. It so happened on 
the evening of that day the full force of the highwaymen were 
seated drinking in the loft of the ‘‘ Raven” Inn, talking of the 
past and of the future. Whether it was the eerie fluttering 
notes of a flautist that turned their thoughts to the supernatural, 
or maybe the rich wine they drank—for wine is inspired of all 
things magic—or whether it was the mere accidental drift of the 
conversation to ghosts and witches, it is impossible to tell, but 
certain it is that the men one by one began to think and then to 
talk of things preternatural. It is typical of a man’s nature, 
this fear of ghosts. He searches after a soul of his own, he 
trusts and then believes he has one, and shapes his steps so 
that this spirit may live for ever; and all the time he fears to 
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think of its separate existence, and the glimpse of a ghost 
strikes terror into the bravest heart. But there are some who 
actually believe in the existence of their own spirit, and yet 
obstinately refuse to believe in the existence of ghosts. Such 
an one was Rube Haybittle. He had the effrontery to maintain, 
in the face of evidence forthcoming, that there were no such 
things as ghosts. 

‘* Witches, I grant ye, and fairies there may be, but ghosts ? 
Rubbish !” Rube declared to the group around him, regardless 
of the consequences such rank heresy was likely to bring 
upon his head. ‘‘’Tis only those folks wi’ pure consciences 
that uphold a belief in ghosts, and who durst not pass a burial 
ground for fear o’ them. Pure consciences | ha’ found are like 
colts, they shy at every shadow.” 

This brought forth a reply from Stevers, a learned man and 
Bulstrode’s trusted lieutenant. 

‘*T have noticed that those who cry loudest about the non- 
existence of ghosts always make it convenient to pass a grave- 
_yard before dark, not after,” he said. 

‘*Graveyards ! When ha’ I been afeared to pass a graveyard 
night or day? Answer me that,” demanded Haybittle, growing 
excited. 

. ‘**Never when there was anything to drink t’other side,” 
shouted Gosnell. . Haybittle turned a withering glance on the 
rubicund Speaker, and when the guffaw subsided, said cuttingly : 

‘*Gosnell, yo’re very clever and very drunk.” Turning to 
Stevers he continued, -‘‘ You’ve stopped everything that walks 
the road on two legs, from a sparrow to a knight.” 

‘* An earl,” Stevers interrupted, for he was proud of having 
robbed the Earl of Hollovale of close upon a hundred guineas. 

‘*An earl, then, to please ye,” continued Haybittle. ‘Tell, 
tell me this : did ye ever stop a ghost?” 

‘* No money in it,” answered Stevers. 

‘* No money in it. For why is there no money init? How 
know ye there’s no money on a ghost? I'll warrant ye there’s 
as much gold as ghost to any o’ them. Ghosts do not go about 
naked, do they? If they be clad, it must o’ reason be in ghost 
clothes, and if ghost clothes, why not ghost money. Answer 
me that now. Ye’ll find that a stickler. That’s a cock that will 
fight !” 

‘* Ghost money is no good to me,” answered Stevers. 

‘*No, nor’s ghosts any good to ye,” laughed Haybittle, 
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seeing he had quite the best of the argument and rubbing his 
hands in glee. ‘‘I’ll own they ha’ their purposes, keeping old 
women from gossiping up and down the land when they 
should be in their beds or mending their good man his sark; 
they ha’ their purposes, but no existence.” 

‘*Qh, look ye here,” Gosnell spoke up, ‘‘ hang me if the 
churchyard across the common there be not full of ghosts 
as the ivy is o’ howlets. You’re not the man, Rube, to enter 
the very gate after twelve-o’-the-clock.” 

‘*Pooh! Twal’-o’-the-clock. I’d enter it. chibeeaiica! -the- 
clock or any other o’-the-clock. I’d-sit on a grave an hour and 
undertake not to hum a tune, nor to cross myself, nor to drum 
my toes on the turf, but only to sit and-listen, and no man can 
do eerier than that. Say what ye want, and lay me a wager if 
you durst.” 

A wager was a material foundation to what had seemed 
likely to be nothing more than an academic discussion of a 
metaphysical problem, and at the mention of money those who 
had hitherto listened listlessly to the dispute, started to their feet 
to crane over the shoulders of the principals to the wager. 
Rube Haybittle sat back, his head erect, arms folded, and a look 
of mighty importance on his face, and took no further part in the 
arrangements than nodding approval to every step of the plan. 
It was soon arranged that the unbeliever should journey tothe 
graveyard alone. Once there, he was to tie the end of a ball of 
worsted yarn to a branch of the ivy and walk in and out among 
the gravestones, and continue to do so until all the yarn had 
been spun. In the morning the spot would be visited by a 
deputation of four, and if they found the yarn to be honestly 
used around and about the headstones, Haybittle should be 
declared the winner of the wager. But now a difficulty arose. 
Not a yard of worsted could be found in the whole Inn. This 
hitch in the arrangement, at first likely to prove the ruin of 
the scheme, was finally overcome by .the suggestion that 
Shortie Flint should ride with Rube as far as weaver Jenks and 
assist the ghost-hunter to steal sufficient yarn for the occasion. 

No sooner had Rube and Shortie headed their horses in the 
direction of the weaver’s cottage, than Stevers, the life of the 
gang in all things mischievous, shouted to those left behind : 

‘* Now men, up with you and on with your cloaks.” 

‘* What are you going to do?” enquired one who felt com- 
fortable where he sat. __ 
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“Do, man! There’s but one thing to do. Do you think 
ghosts will help us win our wager? No fear. We must be 
our own ghosts to-night. We'll show Rube spooks, and more 
kinds of spooks than he ever dreamed of.”’ 

Bulstrode, stretched out comfortably in an arm-chair, had 
paid small heed to the wrangle and wager, but confined his 
energies to the emptying of a tankard that stood by his elbow ; 
but he now sat up and looked at Stevers for some moments 
before saying : 

‘‘I’m as ready for a hard ride and a long wait as any o’ ye, 
but I do it in the way o’ business. Let Rube weave his fool- 
woof. The night air will sober him, and if he gets his head 
cracked by a shuttle from the weaver, the better for him. But 
the rest o’ ye, are ye no comfortable where ye be, that ye go 
scurrying like a pack o’ village dogs on a fool’s errand, or loup- 
ing like frogs among the gravestones ? ” 

‘Would you have us sit here till we’re so fat we cannot 
mount a horse?” asked Stevers, goodnaturedly. ‘‘ Our rule is 
that when there’s no business we play, and when there’s busi- 
ness, no play. Sheets for every one of us,” he shouted to the 
low-browed keeper of the place, ‘‘and white as you have ’em. 
Bulstrode, you must come along with us.”’ 

‘* Devil a fear devil afoot will I put one afore the other,” 
Bulstrode replied ; ‘*‘ Rube 1s like to break some o’ your thick 
skulls afore he leaves the yard. He’ll no mistake a Raven Inn 
sheet for a celestial robe, drunk and all as he may be. If you’re 
set on going, go. I stay here. ’Tis more comfortable than 
crouching behind a gravestone, I ha’ small doubt.”’ 

‘“ Oh, come now, Bulstrode,” coaxed Stevers. ‘* When you 
call on us to follow you to a coach, where there’s a surety of 
pistols going off, and maybe a swinging in chains for breakfast 
at daylight, do we hold back? When Bulstrode cries ‘ For- 
ward,’ do not we go forward ?”’ 

‘* Aye, too forward, most times,” Bulstrode interrupted. 

‘*Do we hold back and cry ‘no, let’s drink ?’” continued 
Stevers, unheeding the interruption, ‘‘ and now that we call upon 
you to join us in our sports, as we join you in your dangers, 
we think that you should follow us as you intend later on to lead.” 

This speech, delivered in the best of good humour, was 
followed by a roar of applause and banging of tankards on the 
oak table, and Bulstrode bowed to the inevitable. 

‘Well, men,” he said, slowly rising, ‘‘ albeit I ha’ small 
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riding into a clump of bushes, left their horses in charge of the 
ostler from the inn, and made for the paling at the rear of the 
churchyard. Bulstrode, leading his horse—for he had no inten- 
tion of entering the sacred ground—followed the others as far 
as the palings, and saw them vault one by one over, and dis- 
appear among, the gravestones, each according to the directions 
he had received from Stevers. The clouds were thick between 
the earth and the moon, but Bulstrode caught a glimpse now 
and again of a flutter of white away in the dark, as the men 
shook free their sheets, and prepared to make themselves 
comfortable for what might prove to be a long watch. Left to 
his own thoughts, Bulstrode admitted to himself that he did not 
like the part he was playing. ‘‘ Neither saint nor sinner,” he 
muttered, and, placing his arms along the paling, he waited what 
might befall. Before him the rows of white stones, like ivory 
pawns, guarded the great grey king that towered in the murk 
of night. An owl hooted from the belfry ; away to the right a 
night-bird answered with a sad cry, the wind moaned through 
the elms that grew near at hand, and down in a hollow a fox 
barked, a short and peevish bark. Bulstrode wished to heaven 
he was seated comfortably in the cosy parlour of the Raven 
Inn, and thanked heaven he had brought his beast with him for 
company. 
Bulstrode, by nature, was given to no abstruse ponderings. 
He was a matter-of-fact man, but the most unromantic natures 
have at least a grain of superstition to leaven the mass of 
materialism ; and as the leader of the highwaymen gazed into the 
dark, his chin on his arms, he began to think of all the un- 
hallowed tales he had ever heard in his life, so at last it seemed 
to him, and reason as he might, his mind refused to leave the 
bloodthirsty stories of his youth, but continued to croon them 
over and over again, with every ghastly detail included. The 
more he strove to dispel the vision the often ‘‘ Limber Lincoln ” 
stabbed the ‘‘ wee baby” before his very eyes. And as the 
moments crawled past he thought he caught sight, out of the 
corner of his eye, of a gravestone changing places with its 
neighbour. A little later another skipped away, and then 
another, and another, till at last the lot of them began to dance 
a heathenish dance, while the skull on the stone nearest to him 
fiddled a silent tune with its crossbones, leering all the while up 
into his face. The worthy highwayman felt that it was time to 
pull himself together. 
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But good wine builds a palace and makes a bed anywhere, 
so be that you take enough of it. At the end of the first half 
hour most of the highwaymen, wrapped in sheets, were snoring 
soundly, their heads against the stones and their legs tucked 
comfortably under them. It was the click of the gate that first 
wakened them from their dreams, and for some moments the 
soberest of them could not make out where he was; but at the 
sight of the gravestones and the church beyond they all tucked 
their sheets closer round them—glad of the extra warmth—and 
peered through the darkness in the direction from whence the 
sound came. A few moments later their inquisitiveness was 
rewarded by the sight of a man walking up the gravel path. 
He strode forward with unnatural deliberation and erectness, 
and dug his heels savagely into the gravel, in a manner that 
betokened a determination to at least attempt to make himself 
believe that he was not at all frightened. Walking in the 
direction of the ivy he disappeared from sight in the deep 
shadow that clung to the side of the old stone church. The 
ghosts had arranged that when Rube Haybittle struck out 
among the graves, first one and then each of the others in his 
turn was to start up, flutter his sheet, and leap over the stone 
nearest to him, at the same time setting up a demoniac laugh. 
This Stevers was preparing to do when, peeping from behind 
the stone to make himself aware of the proper moment to begin 
his tomfoolery, he was astounded to see the door of the porch 
open silently and a figure slip out, and on tip-toe make its way 
towards the ivy where Rube was still busy fumbling to attach 
the yarn. Before Stevers rightly caught his breath, there came 
the sound of a lusty ‘“‘thwack,” followed by an appalling howl 
of pain and fright, repeated again and again. The ghosts stood 
horror-stricken. Again and again the thwacks sounded, the 
blows apparently delivered in a shower, and the next thing 
Stevers saw was the figures of two men whirling out of the 
shadow in tight embrace. Round and round they spun—it 
might be for two minutes or more, then ceased ; and there arose 
on the night air the gruesome sound of strangling. Stevers 
could stand it no longer. Calling to his men to come on to 
Rube’s assistance, he bounded in the direction of the fight. 
Before they reached the spot the moon broke through the clouds 
and revealed Rube Haybittle, his hands tightly clasped on the 
throat of the sturdy old gravedigger, choking the breath out of 
his body. At the same moment Rube caught a sight of the half- 
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after blow with all the strength and agony of fear. And now 
followed a general panic. Rustics, gravedigger, and ghosts— 
every man for himself, and the devil take the hindmost. Sheets 
flew off, and hats were hurled away. Over the graves they tore 
like folk insane, and those who fell scrambled along on their 
hands and knees in too great a hurry to take the time to get on 
their legs again. 

The first sound to reach Bulstrode’s ear was Haybittle’s 
unearthly cry when the gravedigger, mistaking Rube for the 
Flittermouse, brought the cudgel across the highwayman’s 
‘shoulders. This cry, breaking so unexpectedly on the night 
air, gave Bulstrode such a shock as he had not experienced for 
many a long day, and unstrung his nerves at the very outset. 
Standing tip-toe he peered into the darkness, but, owing to his 
distance from the scene of action and the blackness of the night, 
he found himself unable to make head or tail of the hubbub. 
That something uncanny was happening he felt in his bones, 
and the chills hunted one another up his spine and spread out 
under his scalp till the roots of each particular hair curled and 
wriggled on his brain. When at last the moon shone brightly 
on the graveyard, Bulstrode caught a dim glimpse of a cluster 
of figures struggling by the side of the church ; and as the din 
increased, pierced each moment by a louder and more horror- 
stricken cry, every nerve in Bulstrode’s body tingled and twitched 
until he was sore all over. At the very instant the clamour 
reached its height, and when Bulstrode was on the point of 
mounting his mare to get away from the haunted spot, he heard 
right behind him a low gutturallaugh. Springing wildly around, 
the leader of the highwaymen found himself face to face with 
the Flittermouse. The moonlight danced and rippled upon the 
features of the daft man, his eyes were opened wide, and a grin 
wrinkled his cheeks and his chin. Bulstrode’s heart stopped 
beating. As the two stood facing each other, the daft man ran 
his fingers through his tangled hair, and, taking from its warm 
bed a poor blind field-mouse, he held it kindly towards the high- 
wayman, nodding his head and making strange noises with his 
lips. The very blood froze in Bulstrode’s veins. With a gasp 
of horror and a wild spring he was into his saddle, and digging 
the spurs into the mare’s sides, sprung out upon the moor as 
though the devil himself were after him. 

The Flittermouse did not take the trouble to watch the horse- . 
‘man out of sight. He put the tiny mouse back into its warm 
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away on his quarter-deck. And every single man and widower 
sat in their chairs and swore for a solid day, for this Countess 
was a bonanza, having sheep and cattle, men servants and 
wimmin servants, like one of them old enaps what parsons reads 
of in the Bible. 

‘When. we sights the town of Santos it was fair bust up with 
fever, and all along the Brazils yellow flags was flying in every 
port. So we dumps freight into lighters and lands passengers at 
God-forsaken quarantines. Then we got it. One night a 
‘decker’ went down all of a heap, and for a moment every man 
furrard felt his liver turn white. The skipper swore solid for five 
minutes when I reported, and said, ‘Find the doctor; if he is 
courting a queen he must do his duty, poor devil.’ 

‘« Aft I goes to the old spot, and there he sat keeping company 
with the young woman. A fine pair they was too. Bringing my 
feet down heavy, like a ‘jolly’ doing night duty on the lower 
deck, I advances and comes to attention. ‘Hullo! Carling,’ 
says he, ‘do you want me?’ 

<¢¢A * decker”? sick furrard, sir,’ says I, saluting. 

«¢¢ What a nuisance,’ says he, getting up and shoving out his 
arm for her to catch hold on. ‘ May I escort you to the saloon.’ 

‘¢¢ Stay,’ says she, jumping up all of a eee ‘what is the 
matter, man?’ . 

'«¢¢ Only a deck passenger a bit off, miss.’ 

‘¢<«Tt is a lie you tell me,’ says she, turning on me like one of 
them big cat leopordes of the West Coast. ‘It’s a fever.’ 

‘¢¢ T’ve been in the Queen’ s Navy, miss,’ says I, Reine roughed, 
‘and I don't tell lies. It is the fever.’ 

‘‘And I was sorry, for down she goes on the seat as white as 
death, and the doc., poor chap, says, as he turns to: her. ‘Oh! 
Carling, you fool, you fool.’ 

‘¢ As I waits furrard in the gangway, I see her caneine on to 
him by his neck, and he talking serious like. All of a sudden, 
up she jumps and faces him, with eyes like one of them leopordes, 
_and says loudly, ‘I know you to be brave, therefore risk not your 
life and my happiness. Tell the big man you cannot accompany 
him.’ 

‘«¢ Dearest, you forget, my duty as an officeris...... 

“« It is you who forget your vows, my promised husband. Seat 
yourself by my side, dear one, one favour only have I asked, and 
itis refused me. . . . Signor, I command you to stay.’ 

‘‘¢ Darling,’ says he, trying to get hold of her, ‘do not tempt 
me. My duty as an officer, as an Englishman : 
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it appeared, to take me in to supper, and I was nothing loth. I 
don’t know what it was about him that lifted me out of my usual 
self; while he talked to me everything seemed different; I should 
have thought I had fallen in love, only I knew I was not con- 
stituted for that little weakness. 

All that night, even in my dreams, I seemed to hear his voice 
giving novelty to the old topics, and to feel his solemn hazel eyes 
upon me as if he could read my innermost thoughts. 

So much has happened since that I cannot honestly say how 
far I was justified by his behaviour at our first meeting in giving 
him so large a place in my thoughts; from an intimate knowledge 
of my own character I am inclined to infer that I was not justified 
at all, but I certainly did think of him continually. It took mea 
couple of days to get my ideas into shape, and then, as the first 
step, I tackled Mamma. 

‘‘Henry seems to be working very hard,” I observed—she was 
reading one of his letters for the fifth time, and I felt my remark 
would give satisfaction. 

‘‘ Dear boy, I hope he won't overdo it, he must take a good 
rest in the vac,” she replied, innocently falling into my trap. 

‘‘Where was it he said he would like to go when we leave 
town ?”’ I continued, with a rather successful air of extreme 
languor. 

‘‘ Did he say?” she asked, eagerly. ‘Oh, Betty, I wish you 
could remember; Papa seems to have no choice, and we must 
decide soon.” 

I knitted my brows. | 

‘‘He did name some place,” I said, thoughtfully, ‘if only I 
could think of it,” and I meditated deeply. 

‘‘Was it some boating place?’’ Mamma suggested. ‘ He 
seems interested about rowing, and it’s so good for him.” 

“That's it!’’ I exclaimed. ‘ How stupid of me! It was 
Cookgrave; he said the woods would be so jolly for the 
children.” 

‘‘Dear Henry,” murmured Mamma; ‘‘it is really wonderful 
how thoughtful he is!” 

It was all an invention of mine, of course; Henry had never 
mentioned any particular place. 

Within the fortnight wé had taken a house at Cookgrave for 
six months; Mamma was pleased, and greatly commended my 
consideration for Henry. It suited Papa as well as anything else, 
and Henry and the children were delighted. I felt that my family 
had every reason to be grateful to me! 
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He was going to pass us without taking any notice, but I made 
a rapid shove with the boathook, and somehow Daisy’s hat shot 
off into the water just by him. 

He fished it out, of course (what else could he do, poor man ?) 
ani paddled up with it, blushing violently. I thanked him, and 
scolded Daisy all in one breath, and then raised my eyes in the 
utmost confusion, and—recognised him ! 

I should like to have blushed if Nature had not denied me 
that gift, but I managed as much surprise and considerably more 
pleasure than he—good simple-minded fellow—attained to. 

He had to stay beside us a little, and we talked. 

I congratulated him on escaping so much of the season. 

‘*One never has time to do anything that seems worth doing,” 
I remarked, plaintively, ‘‘and all that rushing about gets very 
wearisome, don’t you think ?”’ 

‘*T loathe it,” he responded, heartily. 

‘‘T love the country so,” I said; ‘‘ some people told me Cook- 
grave was dull, but I find it delightful. ? 

I was sorry I had brought Rosa, she really ought to have more 
tact than to open her mouth in that astounded way when I say 
anything. 

‘‘ My sister will find you a kindred spirit,” said Sir Melton : 
‘Sare you too wedded to solitude to care to see her?” 

‘‘Mamma will be delighted, I’m sure; we have taken Cook- 
grave Rise,”’ I rejoined, trying not to be too delighted myself. 

And then he lifted his cap, and, with a few strong strokes, was 
out of sight. 

I let Rosa and Donald row me home, and lay in the stern, 
absorbed in delicious dreams. 

I did not imagine he would fall in love with me; after five 
years’ experience I knew better than that; but I did think that if 
I managed well, and he remained at Oakfell all the summer, he 
would drift into my carefully-organised trap. 

The next day Lady Gatwick called, and thenceforth fortune 
favoured me. I gave great encouragement to a budding friendship 
between Rosa and Daisy and Lady Gatwick’s children, and quite 
puzzled my unsuspecting family by my readiness to escort them 
to and from Oakfell. To this day, I believe Lady Gatwick causes 
considerable astonishment among my acquaintance by describing 
me as—‘‘a model elder sister.” 

I used to meet him nearly every day. Once he organised a 
picnic for the children by the river, and, after tea, he asked me 
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Lady Gatwick gave a picnic up the river the day after Doreen 
arrived; there was a considerable house-party, and they had a 
steam-launch—Doreen was shy and stayed with me all day, and 
Sir Melton also scarcely left me; I remember thinking her rather 
in the way. 

For the next three weeks Sir Melton was always at Cookgrave 
Rise, and as Doreen and I were, of course, a good deal together, 
she saw him very often. At the end of that time Lady Gatwick 
got up a little informal dance at Oakfell, and then my eyes were 
opened. 

Once, and once only, did he dance with me, but whenever I 
raised my eyes I saw him dancing with Doreen; whenever from 
force of habit I guided an eligible partner to a very secluded nook, 
he and Doreen were always there before us. 

It was a very fine summer night, and when we got home I put 
out my light and sat by my open window a long time, and then, 
suddenly, my feelings became too much for me, and I threw myself 
down by the window-seat and cried. 

I was miserably disappointed. As I knelt there I began to 
realise the futility of my efforts, and the horrible fact that 
Sir Melton had never really given me the slightest foundation for 
my hopes. 

And then, to think that Doreen should have him! Doreen— 
whom I had always tried to despise as countrified and inex- 
perienced ; that all the triumphs I had planned for myself should 
be for her, that Sir Melton—proof against scores of attacks— 
should brighten at her approach, should have a smile for her which 
I had never yet beheld. It was very ridiculous of me, but I 
sobbed as if my heart would break. 

‘‘ Betty, Betty, what is the matter?” 

It was Doreen, tall and graceful, in her white dressing-gown, 
with a wonderfully happy light in those great blue eyes of hers. 

‘‘ Betty, are you very tired? May Istaya minute? I have some- 
thing that I want very much to tell you.” 

Of course I knew what was coming, and I felt I could not bear 
it. I want to tell the truth, not to excuse myself; there was really 
no. excuse, but I was half-mad with disappointment, and it was a 
sudden impulse. 

I had cried so long that it was easy to cry a little longer and 
ignore what she said. Doreen was always so sympathetic. 

She sat down beside me, and begged me to tell her what was 
the matter, and, when she had pressed me sufficiently, I did. | 
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church. Everything is put on the table before we start from 
home, in order that the servants may attend the evening service. 
Last Sunday there was no one left at home but my dog. There 
was a cold pigeon pie on the supper table, out of which one piece 
had been cut. When we sat down to supper that evening the 
first thing I took out of that pigeon pie was a sponge. My dog 
had got on the table, pulled out the pigeon, found that the gap 
would betray him, had gone into the hall, bitten off the sponge, 
hanging by a string to the slate kept for callers, jumped on the 
table with it, and rammed it into the pigeon pie with his nose.” I 
never listened to our vicar’s sermons again without there com- 
ing to my mind that much-quoted line of the late lamented 
Laureate :— 


‘‘ There lives more faith in honest doubt, 
Believe me, than in half the creeds.” 


Honest doubt is the prevailing sentiment with regard to animal 
stories. 


% % % % 


But since those early days of doubt I have had 
wonderful animals of my own, and now I am quite The cat and the 
sure that the vicar’s story was a true one. I have. Window blind. 
a cat who ought to be handed down to posterity 
with the cat of Elizabeth Barrett Browning, the poetess, who, 
when his mistress lay ill and could eat nothing, watched her 
rejecting delicacy after delicacy, and then went downstairs into 
the kitchen, caught a nice fat mouse, and brought it up and 
laid it on the invalid’s bed, thinking that might, perhaps, tempt 
back her lost appetite. My cat, one day that I lay ill in my 
bedroom with influenza, noticed that the sun was in my eyes, and 
distressed me. I was afraid.to get out of bed and ring the bell 
because I had just got into a nice perspiration, and the doctor 
had ordered me-to be careful—not on any account to get a chill. 
My housekeeper had fancied that I had fallen asleep, and had 
left me. My cat sat and looked at me, and saw my discomfort. 
Presently an idea occurred to him. He gave alittle sympathetic 
purr, and then jumped off the foot of the bed, leaped up on to the 
dressing-table, took the cord of the blind between his front paws, 
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and deliberately pulled it down for me. I love my cat very 
much, but ever since that day I have been rather afraid of him ; I 
wonder what a cat of that intelligence must think in his heart 
of what he hears me say, and what he sees me do. Whenever 
I feel inclined to break out into one of my fits of nervous irrit- 
ability, and I see Master Tom with his green eyes fixed upon me, 
I say to myself ‘‘ Not before the cat.” The refining influence of 
that cat upon my home and habits has been distinct and appreci- 
able, 
a; * * x 


My dogs, thanks to a big popular movement with 


Another dog which they were identified, have been paragraphed 


story. 


pretty freely over the English-speaking world. Pickle 
and Spider, two black-and-tans (mother and daughter), 
were struck many years ago (alas, they lie together in my 
garden now, under one headstone) by the account of the brave 
rescue of a retriever from a burning house by fireman Craggs, 
of Rochdale, and they at once appealed to the dogs of Great 
Britain for a national testimonial to the benefactor of their 
species. They raised a large amount of money, and the dogs 
of some very celebrated men contributed handsomely. Itisa 
long time since my old dogs, the faithful loving companions of 
all the brightest and happiest years of my life, took their last 
walk in the Park ; but as I write their gentle eyes look down upon 


‘me from the canvas, and bring back to me many an instance of 


their human intelligence, and more than human sympathy. It 


‘was Spider who thought over a highly original method of getting 


her mother’s afternoon bone, and carried it out with immense 


success. If there was one thing that Pickle could not endure 


it was a cat in her back garden, and so one day Spider, who 
was much quicker with her bone than her parent, hit upon the 
idea of pretending there was a cat in the garden. She gave a 
furious bark, and dashed towards the garden. Off flew her 
mother, too. Then Spider stopped short, let her mother pass 
her, ran back, and seized the still meaty bone. I have seen the 


younger dog spoof the old one in this way dozens of times, and 


it was a long time before the old dog tumbled to the dodge. 


‘When she did she went off after the imaginary cat, in case there 
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might be one there, but she picked her bone up in her mouth 
and carried it with her. 


3 +t % % 


Horses know a great deal, but for downright 
artfulness there is nothing to equal a pony. I have And about a 
a pony who goes where he likes, does as he likes, Pony. 
and reduces everybody round him to a state of absolute 
submission to his will. In any stable where he may find 
himself he is absolute master, and in certain hotel stables 
at Richmond, Barnet, Stanmore, Uxbridge, and Harrow, he is 
known as ‘‘ The Terror.” He has his own particular fancy in 
the way of stalls, and if he finds his favourite one occupied, 
he will, directly he is left, slip his head-collar and turn the 
intruder deliberately out. He has a strong objection to waiting 
in the street. If I stop at a house or a shop more than two 
minutes he will rear right up on his hind legs, and walk about 
in that position with the trap behind him, to the terror of the 
groom and the astonishment of the spectators. On several 
occasions when he has done this I have seen him from a window, 
and have turned out and started for home. Now he does it 
systematically, and I know that if I keep him waiting too long 
there is a circus performance going on outside which would be 
an exceedingly attractive item in one of Lord George Sanger’s 
processions.,; His father won the Grand National, and his 
father’s name was ‘‘ Disturbance.” He is constantly imitating 
his father. I have other anecdotes of animals by me, but in the 
absence of that Commissioner I hesitate to tell them. 


* % % % 


The only horse I ever owned was a pony, a milk- 
white steed of some ten hands, who came into Burgin gets an 
mine in exchange for a. series of involuntary loans, Arab steed. 
‘* Pll not insult you by paying back the money,” my 
friend said ; ‘‘but I’ll give you Tom Thumb as a present, and 
we'll consider it square.” It was either Tam Thumb or nothing, 
so I chose Tom Thumb. My Chief was quartered out at the 
fortifications round Constantinople, and it had been hinted to 
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my friend (he was a magnificently handsome fellow, six feet two 
in height, and had been in the Guards) that he did not look 
dignified enough to impress the Oriental mind when mounted 
on Tom Thumb. The other staff officers didn’t like it. They 
said that it cast discredit on them when a comrade turned out 
mounted on a white rat, and his toes almost touching the 
ground. The scandal grew when my friend (he was an im- 
patient man always) carried Tom Thumb across a stream one 
day. It was reversing the natural order of things ; and so the 
Chief, who had witnessed this circus feat, decided that Tom 
Thumb was more adapted to my size than anyone else’s. 


% * % % 


Some months later I was going to live in Con- 

And experience, stantinople and didn’t want a horse, so decided to 
sell Tom Thumb, who had proved himself a gem in 

miniature. ‘‘ Effendi, I will take him to the horse-bazaar, and 
return laden with liras,” said my faithful man, Halil, through 
the medium of our rascally dragoman. I agreed, and the next 
morning went down to the courtyard to say farewell to my Arab 
steed, half-resolved to fling intending purchasers back their 
gold, after the manner of the time-honoured recitation. Tom 
Thumb was dancing frantically about at the end of a halter, as 
if feeling his corn, and saluted me with a kick (he was very 
quick with what I once heard a missionary’s wife call his ‘‘ hind 
heels”), which just missed my ear. Closer inspection proved 
that there was a reason for ‘‘this antic disposition,” and that 
his eyes were starting out of his head. ‘*‘ What’s the matter 
with him?” I asked. ‘‘Is he going crazy?” ‘‘ Crazy, 
Effendi! No, that’s his great soul. We put some salt—much 
salt—in the water-bucket just to make him lively. See, 
Effendi, he jumps like a gazelle.” The poor brute was half - 
mad with thirst. After I had given him some water without 
any salt in it, he accepted my apology, and we lovingly parted. 
The next day I was strolling down the Grand Rue de Pera, ard 
met the Chief’s valet, one Joseph, a Greek. ‘‘I hear you want 
to sell your pony, Effendi?” he said. ‘‘ Yes.” ‘‘ Well, I have 
a little daughter of twelve who would be very good to it. As 
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you are fond of the pony, sell it to me cheaply, and I will take 
care of it.” After some haggling, and in consideration of the 
moral atmosphere by which the pony was to be surrounded, I 
parted with him for eight liras, cash down. The next day in 
came my servant Halil, with the dragoman, and pleaded for 
bakshish because he had sold the pony so well. ‘‘ What?” I 
asked. ‘‘ Yes, Effendi,” said the simple-minded Halil, ‘‘ I took 
my lord’s pony to the Bazaar, and sold him for fourteen liras. 
As I was coming back I met Joseph, who told me you had sent 
him for the money, and I gave it to him.” The Greek, with 
the financial genius of his nation, had made the most of the 
opportunity, and pocketed six liras. A few days later I met 
Tom Thumb carrying a man of about fourteen stone in the 
same airy way with which he used to dispose of my hundred 
pounds’ weight. .I bowed shamefacedly, but he cut me dead. 


% * *% % 


The animal in question belongs to a gilded youth 

who has more money than he knows what to do He knows a dog. 
with, and consequently spends it somewhat boyishly. 

His retriever enjoys a scent bath every morning, and is very 
particular as to where he dines. He is now growing fat and 
lazy, and, although fond of sneaking out for a morning stroll in 
Hyde Park, objects to walking home again. His plan is. to 
watch for a hansom, if going in his direction at a walk, and 
slip into it. When any attempt is made to dislodge him, he 
simply displays two rows of magnificent teeth, and wrinkles his 
upper lip in a curiously suggestive smile. Most of the park- 
keepers know him, and give the cabmen his address. Cabmen 
in the vicinity of the Park keep a look-out for him, and leave 
‘their doors invitingly open. When the dog reaches home, he 
remains in the cab until the valet comes out to pay the fare. 
Then he descends in a leisurely manner and eats his lunch with 
appetite. This dog is alleged to be first cousin to another 
dog, which on one occasion was not fed at his usual luncheon 
hour. Presently the animal got up, walked slowly into the 
garden, and solemnly returned, holding a forget-me-not in his 
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Tomuel Hook was a cat of ours, and regarding 

A. S. Boyd and him I would like to make one or two plain state- 

Tomuel. ments that are not without their lesson to the young 

| and heedless. He was born of poor but respectable 

parents in the Fifeshire village where he first came into our 

possession, and was christened by our three-year-old. While 

yet of tender age he was taken to live in a flat in the city. Like 

other youth from the country he was eager to investigate the 

ways of town life, and early in his urban career he went astray. 

Some message-boys, who had been apprised of the fact, 

searched him out and brought him home, earning a reward 

of sixpence. The tail of Tomuel was evidence that he had 

found his way to the premises of a worker in stucco, and he 

waited quietly with us till the plaster had worn off his fur. Then 

he went a-missing again. The message-boys re-discovered him,- 

their reward being twopence. A penny was afterwards dis- 

bursed for a future recovery of the lost one, and a halfpenny 

Orange on another occasion. After that when Tomuel took his 
walks abroad he found his way home himself. | | 


* * * % 


When our youngster took measles Tomuel in- 
The disinfecting sisted on being as much as possible with the 
of Tomuel. invalid, and the doctor said he was a splendid 
| medium for the spread of infection. _ When the 
measles had gone, the sanitary people came to make things 
sweet, and they set a-going some powerful sulphurous fumes in 
the sick-room, shut the door, and told us not to open it for 
eight hours. It was no doubt a laudable desire to be disinfected 
that prompted Tomuel to remain in that room as long as he 
- could ; but before the end of the first half-hour his yells were 
appalling, and when the door was opened a few inches it was 
a sorry animal that staggered forth, sneezing, coughing, splut- 
tering, bristling in every hair, and thinking it was time to die. 
Tomuel was tearful and reflective for some days after this, and 

was never known to brag of the episode. 
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We were scarcely surprised one Sunday morning 
early when we discovered that the occupants of the His eccentricities 
flat under ours had gone out of town from Satur- 
day to Menday, leaving their rooms untenanted,. save for 
Tomuel. Our neighbours did not approve of us or of Tomuel, 
and how he gained admission to their flat we did not find out. 
He objected in no measured terms to being shut up alone, and 
we fed the prisoner through the letter-slit with scraps of - 
chicken, words of comfort, and other dainties. He wailed all 
that Sunday and in the watches of the night, but we were con- 
fident that he had a good run round these rooms on the look-out 
‘for-some mischief to get into, though his pathetic face, when 
he was restored to us on Monday afternoon, revealed nothing. 
When summer came round again, Tomuel, in a basket, returned 
with us for the season to his native village. Here, with the 
perversity for awkward situations that had always characterised 
him, he presented himself with kittens—three. Two of them we 
drowned in a pail and buried in the garden, the third remained 
to solace and survive his parent. After this we had no con- 
fidemce in Tomuel, and it was deemed inadvisable to take him 
. and his offspring back to the city. Soon a dark autumn night 
they were conveyed in a sack to the miller’s house, where Tom- 
uel had first seen the light, and where there was now an open- 
ing for two of the species. We saw him no more, but it was 
with regret we heard, a short time after his return to the mill, 
that his inveterate curiosity had led him to partake, merely as 
an experiment, of a quantity of rat-poison. Thus it was that 
Tomuel Hook laid him down and died, in the flour (this spelling 
is correct under the circumstances) of his youth, as we might 
say, another victim of the widespread craving for new sensations. 


x % % % 


Another cat I knew belonged to the village 
grocer, and was sitting one day on the counter The grocer’s cat. 
when the minister’s wife was doing her shopping. 
He was passing his tongue, repeatedly and with evident relish, 
over the face of a smoked ham just where a slice would be 
cut off for the next customer. The minister’s wife, horror- 
struck, called attention to this, but the grocer, an energetic 
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old lady in spectacles, replied, ‘‘ Hoot aye, it’ll dae’m na 
hairm. Bauldy maun aye hae a lick o’ a’thing that comes in !” 


* * * as 


I had never mounted a horse before, and resolved 
Gulich on the to test my equestrian powers on the very first oppor- 
horse. tunity that offered. This was soon forthcomirg, 
for my uncle, with whom I was staying and painting 
my first commission, owned an ideal animal, which was twenty 
years old, large-jointed, and sad-eyed. He had not worked 
for many years, except to drag a roller over the cricket-pitch 
once a week during the summer months. With much trepida- 
tion I approached the stable, and led my Rosinante forth into 
the light of day. No sooner had I thrown the saddle upon his 
back, and stooped down to fasten the strap which goes under- 
neath, than he raised his left foot and put it down gently on 
mine. He must have found it soft and comfortable for he kept 
it there, and no language of mine could persuade him to remove 
it. I pushed him with all my strength, but he only affectionately 
returned the pressure. After a dreary length of time he lifted it, 
more of his own desire than of my efforts, and I once more 
proceeded with my task, and genuinely succeeded at last. Then 
the crucial moment arrived, and I clambered upon his back. He 
turned right round and re-entered his stable. I was scraped off 
* by the top of the doorway! Then I arose from the ground 
and sadly closed the door. Now there is much speculation 
among the stablemen as to how he got the saddle on his 
back, and why he had put it on wrong side foremost. 


% % % * 


The romance of my life nearly centred round a 

Justin Amos saves dog. One May day I was fishing above a rustic 
@ dog. bridge in a little stream in Devonshire, and a big 
trout was tantalizingly splashing at the flies on the 

other side of the river, when I became aware that a maiden of 
heavenly beauty was watching me from the bridge. The lovely 

girl was accompanied by a dog of sufficiently mean appearance 
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to warrant his being a fashionable pet. The big trout rose, my 
line sang taut, and I had two pounds of fish rushing down 
stream with a hook bedded in his jaw. The girl watched the 
sport with dancing eyes, the dog looked critically at the per- 
formance. Suddenly the trout sprang high in the air. There 
was a moment’s suspense, but when the rod bent again my 
goddess gave a start of delight that precipitated the dog into 
the river. ‘‘Oh, save him!” she cried, ‘‘ he can’t swim.” I 
hesitated but one moment, then waded out to the pup, playing 
the trout as I went. My progress was too slow, and the canine 
was fast drifting helplessly with the current ; so, hoping that 
the young lady would appreciate the sacrifice, I gave one tug at 
the line, snapped it, placed my rod on the bank, and went for 
the dog. I got the dog. He clasped me lovingly round the | 
neck with his fore paws, and endeavoured to walk up my face 
with his remaining feet, but at last I secured him under my arm. 
and started for the shore, informing my heroine that I would 
bring the brute up to her in one moment. She, however, bash- 
fully replied that the dog would probably find his own way home 
and disappeared. 


* * % * 


Her intimation, however, gave me hope. _I deter- 
mined that I would follow the dog and restore it zz Who basely be- 
proprie persone. The animal displayed considerable trays him. 
doubt as to his way home at first, but at last started 
off at a brisk pace towards the neighbouring town. At the first 
public-house we came to the dog shoved open the door in a most 
intimate manner, and entered the bar. As I reached the door, I 
met the dog coming out—and coming out in a hurry. <A pewter 
pot was also coming out in a greater hurry even than the dog. 
It passed over his head, and struck me smartly on the chin. I 
had no time to retaliate, as my tracker was evidently determined 
to get home now without undue delay, and I plunged down the 
street in his wake. He turned the next corner rather suddenly, 
and when I did likewise he came up to me with a friendly air, 
carrying a mutton chop in his mouth. Then I disclaimed him, 
but a local constable came to the aid of the owner of the chop, 
added a charge of keeping a dangerous dog unmuzzled in the 
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public street, and, as the Petty Sessions Court was sitting, brought 
me up for trial right off. My girl was sitting in a little alcove 
near the Bench, conversing with the Chairman, who appeared to 
be an intimate relative. She should have recognised me and 
{ thanked me, and got the Chairman to bring me home and give 
me a good time—but she didn’t. She let me be fined for having 
her dog unmuzzled. When it was all over it struck me that 
she never sazd it was her dog. Perhaps it wasn’t. 


enn a a a ee ee meee Bee ete ne or — 


% % % * 


It is popularly supposed that no animal has the 
Pe eee same degree of intelligence as the horse. This may 
be true, but the mule is entitled to credit for the 
ee possession of a higher intellectual degree than his relative. 
I ‘Last year a great trotting match at Nashville had to be post- 
poned owing to the favourite having kicked the coloured driver 
on the head. Now an American trotter is the highest type of 
horse, but you’d never hear of the meanest mule that ever 
loitered through this life kicking his coloured groom on the 
head. He’s got more sense. When he kicks he fetches up 
right on the darkey’s shin, and if anyone fails to come up to 
time after the encounter, that person is not the mule. | 


Pete ee ee eeiate. ee 


* * * % 





‘Still the horse has a yreat future before him. 
Already he has made his mark as a social and 
political agitator. He has obtained Acts of Parlia- 
ment for his protection. The business of our legislative 
; assembly is annually postponed to do him honour. Bulletins 
mito | are issued daily as to. how he enjoyed his bran mash and his. 
a constitutional gallop: At times he bears the ministry and its 
hal fortunes, and the imperial measures of a great nation depend on 
how are his poor feet. If history repeat itself, three hundred 
years hence, trainers, horses, and jockeys will be sacrosanct in 
England. A thousand years more and all three will have been 
humbled to the dust. ‘‘ Wise as the sacred birds of love,” the 
augurs said; now we say “‘silly as'a goose.” ; 


The horse's pros- 
pects. 
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You can’t, with any sense of moral justification, 
call a parrot a bird. It’s generally a beast of some Baynton Boyle 
sort, which screams like achild and bites like a_ tells of a parrot. 
badger. Some friends of mine have another variety 
of parrot, a highly moral temperance one, who is celebrated for 
demanding, in decidedly inebriated tones, ‘‘ A glash o’ wawtah.”’ 
He adhered to this phrase so pertinaciously, that the Vicar 
conceived the idea of borrowing him for the bazaar at the 
annual Sunday School treat. The Vicar thought that the 
example of so humble a bird in refusing to ask for alcoholic 
beverages would do much good .among his parishioners. In 
the meantime he suggested that the parrot should be put out in 
the front garden, in order to convert some reprobate brick- 
makers who passed the house daily in going and returning from 
work. The very first day the bird was put out on the lawn, 
a drunken bricklayer leant up against the railings, and was so 
overcome by its request, that. he conceived it to be his duty to 
re-educate the feathered temperance apostle, and proceeded to 
do so every evening with unvarying persistency. 

_ On the day of the bazaar the parrot had a little tent all to 
himself, with a notice of his temperance qualifications on the 
outside,’ and an intimation that twopence a head would be 
charged for interviewing him and ascertaining his sentiments. 
‘“‘It is rather a startling innovation, Mr. Dean,” said the 
Vicar, as he did the honours to the great gun of the day, 
‘‘but I anticipate that much good will be done if other birds 
could be trained in the same way.” The Dean was dubious, but 
expressed a wish to hear the parrot, who immediately began to 
dance up and down, and. shriek out at the top of its voice an 
altogether unexpected request for ‘‘Gin an’ wawtah ! gin an’ 
wawtah !”’ and was speedily sent home in disgrace. 


x ea x 


‘ That monstrous: pachyderm, the elephant, is a 
difficult animal to understand. It is no trouble to Tracy muses. 
him to work, yet he prefers to be idle. If he wants 
to knock a house down, or pull up a tree by the roots, he just 
does it, but at the same time he objects to being compelled to 
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labour a moment longer than is necessary. In the timber-yards 
of Rangoon he is employed in dragging timber out of the Irra- 


_wadi river, and piling it in huge heaps for exportation. A beil 


rings at certain hours for meals, or as a signal to knock off work 
for the day, and if an elephant has a plank partly out of the water, 
the moment he hears the bell he just leaves the plank where it 
is. The best mahout in Asia cannot get him to budge an inch 
when time is up. Elephants are not fed in India on buns, and 
biscuits, and cigar ends;'‘they get more solid and wholesome 
fare. A couple of big chupatties, or unleavened loaves, are doled 
out to them when on the march with troops, and I can vouch for 
the following incident having occurred during a big gathering of 
the clans in the Punjab. Two hundred elephants did the furni- 
ture shifting for the artillery and commissariat, and in the even- 
ing they were drawn up in two long lines to receive their cakes. 
It happened that the first pair of loaves were lighter in weight 
than usual, so after the leading elephant had balanced them in 
his trunk he passed them on to the next. The process was 
repeated until the two chupatties had gone the round of the two 
hundred, and the last of the second row handed, or trunked, 
them over to No. 1. This latter gentleman weighed them again 
with the utmost care, and then hit his attendant with them on 
the head, taking such sure aim that the man was felled to the 
earth. | 
# ES € # 


Elephants are not cheap, and their possession is 


About elephants. asign of dignity in a native. I once knew two small 


_rajahs who had a bad time owing to this fact. They 
were brothers, and one elephant united their joint wants, until 
the younger chief married, his brother being already the Hindu 
equivalent to a Benedict. It is not quite the same thing as we 
imply by the phrase, but no matter. Of course he bought an 
elephant of his own, whereupon the ‘Rani of the elder brother 
thought that, as a mark of superiority, her husband ought to 
have two elephants. The second Rani was a woman of spirit, 
so on the next gala day she appeared in a howdah on the third 
of a small procession of elephants. This game of brag went on 
until the brothers had nine elephants apiece, with all their 
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capital gone in mountains of flesh, and their substance dis- 
appearing down the throats of eighteen elephants, with their 
numerous retainers. At last the rajahs smoked a friendly 
hookah together, sold all the elephants at a big’ sacrifice, 
slippered their wives with the heel ends, and everybody was 
happy again. | 


% % * % 


I often tried to learn the language in which the 

mahout speaks to an elephant, but failed. Thesame A flexible tongue. 
sound seems to make an elephant break up firewood, 

take a drink, and go on his knees to allow you to get on his 
back; and a tongue which can convey such different infor- 
mation in precisely similar grunts presented philological niceties 
which were beyond my limited brain-power. It is necessary 
to state that each command was accompanied by the digging 
of an iron spike about two inches into a raw place on the 
elephant’s skull. There may have been a world of meaning in the 
varying viciousness of the dig, but I could not appreciate the 
distinction, and only wondered why the elephant did not whip 
the mahout from between his ears and kneel on him. The 
mahout would pass into a dark stain on the ground if this had 
happened, but it never came off in my presence. I once saw 
the boss elephant of the herd give a skittish young thing twenty 
strokes with a three-inch chain, and I was profoundly glad that I 
was not an elephant. Occasionally elephants go on the loose, 
and run amok through the bazaar. It is a fine way to open up 
new streets, but the natives do not appreciate it, and the 
authorities fire platoons at the reveller until he ends his frolic. 
About three years ago some scientists in Calcutta wished to try 
the effect of an electric shock upon an elephant, and hitched a 
fairly strong battery on to him. The result was a complete sur- 
prise—to the scientists. After moving some miles in various 
directions, they met to compare notes, but no report was ever 


issued. 
x * % % 


I must conclude with a story. Not long ago, her 
Majesty the Queen received a well-known and pon- At a levee. 
derous Anglo-Indian official at a levée in Bucking- 
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ham Palace. He is a tremendous chap, and among the bril- 
liant company was a native prince who can crack a joke with 


anybody in fluent Persian. As the gigantic official approached 


the throne he bowed so deeply that he slipped on the polished 
floor, fell on his back, knocked the wind out of himself, and 
could not rise. ‘‘Ha, ha,” growled the prince, in a deep bass 
voice; ‘‘ Hathi-ka mafik!” (‘‘ How like an elephant’”’) and all 
the Anglo-Indians present laughed more loudly than is cus- 
tomary at such royal functions. Even the Queen smiled. 
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A LESSON IN THE ART. 11g 


I held my hand in readiness. Mrs. Duncan’s eyes travelled 
round the room; they rested, alert, for a moment on the couple 
opposite; swiftly they were back on mine, and she cried ‘‘ Now!”’ 
I pulled. | 

‘‘Qh!” said Mrs. Duncan, in a little shriek that was half a 
laugh. 

The curl stood the ordeal. I looked round. Confusion! The 
tall man was glaring straight at us. 

‘‘ How beastly unlucky!” I exclaimed to Mrs. Duncan’s fan— 
for her face was entirely hidden. 

I got no answer, unless the gentlest mirthful gurgle were to 
count as one. 

‘¢ Did it hurt?” I asked. 

‘¢ Not much,” said Mrs. Duncan, displaying one eye round 
the side of the fan. 

Suddenly there was a movement opposite. Our friends rose ; 
the man gave his arm; they walked to the door. 

‘“That’s the way to the conservatory,” I observed. ‘I say, 
he’s looking awfully riled. She must have sat on him.” 

‘Do you think so?” asked Mrs. Duncan, looking up at me, 
and seeming much amused. ‘Suppose we go after them and 
look on again?” | 

‘< I’d just as soon stay here,” said I. 

“Would you? Oh, but everybody will be here directly, 
Mr. Vansittart!” 

I nodded with understanding. ‘‘ That's true,” said I, offering 
my arm. 

‘““T think you'll do, you know—some day,’ 
as we went. 

I thought myself that it was not bad—for a beginning. I 
daresay my look told my thought; for she laughed again. 

‘‘]’m much obliged for my lesson,” said I, with a very signifi- 
cant glance. 

‘*It was no trouble,’ she answered, with a demureness that 
hardly pretended to hide mischief. 

‘¢ There they are!’’ I whispered, as we reached the conservatory. 

‘¢ Yes, there they are!’’. 

. The tall man and the girl were standing in the middle of the 
conservatory talking. They did not appear now so engrossed in 
one another; indeed, their conversation seeme1 intermittent. 
Mrs. Duncan and I sat down. 

‘¢ They’re not amusing any longer,” I observed. 


said Mrs. Duncan, 
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Brokers’ Pay. 


By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY SEPPINGS WRIGHT. 





ROKERS Bay is situated on the West Coast of England. You 
may search the map for it in vain, and the reason why I call it 
by any other name than that it bears will, when you have read this 
story, be as clear as the mud in the water that brims to the base 
of Brokers’ cliffs. Brokers’ Bay is a fine, curving sweep of land. 
For how many centuries the sea has been sneakingly ebbing from 
it who can imagine? ‘The time has been when the galleon and 
the carack strained at their hempen ground tackle at anchors six 
fathoms deep where the white windmill now stands within musket- 
shot of the Crown and Anchor, and where the church spire darts 
the gleam of its weathercock above the green thickness of a 
huddle of dwarf trees near the little vicarage. 


_—_ 





THE FORESHORE, BROKERS’ BAY. 


About fifty years ago a company of enterprising souls took it 
into their heads to reclaim some of the land which the subtly and 
ceaselessly ebbing sea, rising and falling with moon-like regularity, 
yet receding ever, though noticeably only in spans of half-centuries, 
was leaving behind it. They armed themselves with the necessary 
legal powers, they subscribed all the capital they considered need- 
ful, and by processes of embanking, draining, manuring and the 
like, they succeeded in raising wheat and grass, vegetables and 
flowers, where, since and long before the days of the painted 
Briton, shuddering in the November blast, or perspiring away his 
small clothes under the July sun, nothing had flourished but the 
dab and the crab. 








ie oe 


nue One's s COUREES hoe 


sy Yee 
SRSTHENERSS 

| “gallestad 
water and © 
OP a. Rian 


AR Nas 


ye. the ‘specalation. on the: whale was: a failure. Te was: ea 
“pattietig. achiey einent: “ie its Way) “and those xoncerned:. in ate 
- deste ed welt of the ‘wation * for af it be oe fink: thing: te blecd: for’ 
yeh: Boer. Beste ers be. to-add ta its diteusions, 
tae enlare xe ith dattide and Jongitude, and extend the “home: > 
: sovereignty. oF the monarch. whee happens. ta he. ‘sented. én the. 
1 eee» ‘eb Ehopeh © &: ‘pretty: considerable. village” i 

add” by fhe. reclaimed land, houses <_ 
“Hnerease. “Tht: builder, whose’ ‘Christian: 
ajeriye: aise down. ta~ Brokers’. ‘Bay, 
“a look: ‘around, and. “Went home again, 
Fle was ndt to be decoyed, 


throne atthe 



















~ 





i “fothi Bi 











peonian 








one and three! < : ; 
-Jogal histotan: re w hak ee carne. 40 “write, a galls took | ‘and , 
- anivent Roman and Early EBneligh” DAMES: for the. immediate. 
: district, ‘and deal. with: “the - palubriousns ess. of the elimate, and 
“ge any: analysis. of the drinking: water? ‘And what. about. thes. 
bathing} *- ‘There was nowe.. “And what Tenth: of pier would: be” 
“wanted if the seaward, end of it wag te be. e. permanently. water fists 
= Washed Tt ees eee 
The. téclaimed ead was) saivided re Jota for building’; at 
nobody built. Fhe soil continued: to he cultivated, nevertheless. 
- Ewe: snarket-gardeners did very: well pit of it. “A butcher rented — 






















od 


. Brokers’ Bay. Was: Bor: the tight ort. 
ES “place. tO; “start ‘a town. in, he 
othaughts ‘There was too mach rau, 
Mr. Jerry ronsidered, 7 ‘He valeuluted SS 
“that when the water was out there was 
<a hull mile: and three. quarters. of slime. 
, On, yes, whilst the-slinie was still sliniy BE Mic! on, 
» the sky just the same as Wf ithad been 
a oie took & poble- ‘hnlood- rod: ‘countenance rea 
Ut. Sunset evening, ‘when the: SEA WAS & pink t 
na bie streak just under the horizon, and it was}: 
= in Lik sont of ee But et Oe i 


= Atbirty: acres of the. pasture: lands “the. femelnder was a Yariously, dealt. 
ae with, in: snmil ways for rowing usposes: : ‘ 
ee Dewy ‘that streteh: of land had been: feslgiuied: some: Biteen: years): an 
ne Wed a pertain master viariner, whoniT will. call Ga: ptain Carey, ns 


ss arrived ; at othe Bennet wallet with, the intention. of i cine a Mew ‘ 


—— = ~ 


a 


ee me 


i iy agp 
ow w i + z = 


BROKERS’ BAY. 125 


of the Brokers’ Bay foreshore. News that good land was cheap 
hereabouts had reached him up at Blyth. He had unexpectedly 
come into a little fortune, had Captain Carey. For years he had 
followed the coasting trade, working his way out through the fore- 
scuttle into the captain’s cabin, and after thirty years of seafaring, 
rendered more and more uncomfortable 
by gloomy anticipations of the workhouse 
in his old age, he had been enriched by 
the will of an Australian aunt, the amount | 
being something between £9,000 and 
£10,000. 

Captain Carey had sprung from a West 
Country stock ; his wife was a West Country 
woman, and when they came into the Australian 
aunt’s legacy they determined to break up their 
little home at Blyth and settle somewhere 
on Western soil. So Captain Carey came to 
Brokers’ Bay, and with him travelled his giant 
son, a youth of prodigious muscle, but of weak 
intellect. A second Titan son was at this time i 
at sea, working his way towards the quarter- Bs Ae 
deck aboard an East Indiaman. Aine 

Captain Carey's survey of the Brokers’ RRIGG? \ ‘1 
foreshore determined him on purchasing a plot « Sighs A 
of land right amidships of the fine curve of <2) con a 
reclaimed soil. He bought four acres at a very a OL! Some 
low figure indeed, and then orderedasmallhouse "3 
to be built inthe midst of his little estate. His 
wife and her niece joined him and the giant 
half-witted son at the adjacent village, and 
there the family dwelt at the sign of the Seven ~4 PLOT OF LaNy RicuT 
Bells whilst the house was building. 

It was quickly put tdgether, and was then gay with a green 
balcony, and it had motherly lubberly bay windows that made you 
think of a whaler’s boats dangling at cranes, and the entrance 
was embellished with a singular porch after the design of the 
retired master-mariner, who had recollected seeing something of the 
sort ct Lisbon when he had gone as a boy on a voyage to Portugal. 

Captain Carey loved seclusion. Like most retired mariners, he 
hated to be overlooked. ‘This fondness for privacy, which grows 
out of a habit of it, may be owing to there being no streets at sea, 
and no over-the-way. ‘The master of a vessel lives in a cabin all 
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vegetables, and dug out and cultivated a very considerable area of 
kitchen garden. They had not above three miles to walk to 
attend divine worship. There were several convenient shops in 
the adjacent village, not more than two miles and a-half distant. 
There was no roadway to speak of to Carey’s house, but in a very 
few weeks the feet of the family and the tread of the tradespeople 
tramped out a thin path over the reclaimed land to the village 
roadway, where it fell with the sweep 

of the cliff to the level of the reclaimed © | rales 
soil. And the view, on the whole, 
from Carey’s windows was fairly 
picturesque and pleasing, even 
when the water was out and =_ x, ?; eee 
the scene wasa sweeping flat ~ ga eA MR o> 
of mud. Afar on the dark. ¢ ee | iN: ye 
blue edge of the sea hovered - ~~ *¥Z fy saan dil i 
the feather-white canvas of is. ee 
ships, easily resolved into denom- —— 
inationable fabrics by Carey’s 
powerful telescope. The western 
sun glowed in the briny ooze till the whole stretch 

of the stuff resembled a vast surface of molten 
gold. Here and there, confronting Carey’s ~ 
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house, stood some scores of fangs of rock, and *-\ “= 
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gale the sea snapped and beat and burst upon the “ee: 


beach with as much uproar as though it were all fathomless ocean, 
instead of a dirty stretch of water with an eighteen-foot rise of 
tide, and foam so dark and thick with dirt that, after it had blown 
upon you and dried, it was as though you had ridden through 
some dozen miles of muddy lanes. 

The family had been settled about three months when the 
eldest son arrived home from the long voyage he had made to 
China and the East Indies. He was a tall, powerfully-built young 
man ; but his education in his youth had been neglected. Captain 
Carey, indeed, had not in those days possessed the means to put 
him to school. Now, however, that the skipper had come into a 
little fortune of, call it, £10,000, he resolved to qualify his son for 
a position on the quarter-deck. 

‘¢ Navigation I can teach him,” he said to his wife, ‘‘ and if he 
was a master-rigger he couldn’t know more about a ship. What 
he wants is the sort of larning which you and me’s deficient in: 
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embankment was the ocean-limit,of Carey’s little estate. There was 
no path, and no right of way i$ there had been. Selkirk and his 
goats could scarcely have enjoyed greater seclusion than did Carey 
and his family. The father and sons proposed to dig out the pond 
to the shape, depth, and area decided upon, and then bring in a 
mason to finish it. They went to work next day; it was some- 
thing to do—something to kill the time which, perhaps, now and 
again lay a little heavy upon this isolated family. The old 
skipper dug with vehemence and enjoyment. He had been bred 
to a life of hard work, and was 

never happier than when toiling. 
is giant half-witted son laboured 
with the energy of steam. The 
sailor son stepped in when he had 
done with his parson and his 
studies for the day and drove / thaiad ot 
his spade into the reciaimed soil Sh, , 
with enthusiasm. This went on . We:>- 
for several days, and something 
that resembled the idea of a pond 








without any water in it began to 7% a aS 
suggest itself to the eye. “ . ae 


It was on a Friday after- “gfe ~~ Re Nie, 
noon in the month of April, ay. / 
as the Captain whom I am 
calling Carey himself informed me, that this retired 
skipper, who had not felt well enough that day to 
dig, was seated in his parlour reading a news- 
paper and smoking’ a pipe. Suddenly the door was 
flung open, and the giant half-witted youth whose 
name was Jack walked in. 

“Father,” said he, “ain’t .gold found in the ( 
earth ?” 

‘¢ Nowhere else, sonny,” answered the Captain, 
looking at the giant over the top of the newspaper. 

‘«¢ There’s gold in the pond, father,” said Jack. 

«Gold in your eye!” exclaimed the Captain, putting down 
his pipe and his newspaper. ‘“‘ What sort of gold?” said he, 
smiling. | 

‘«‘ Shiny gold, like the half-sovereign you wance gave me for 
behavin’ myself when you was away.” 
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Phe Joake of the Great Slave. 


By GILBERT PARKER. 


ILLUSTRATED BY STANLEY L. Woon. 


HEN Tybalt the .tale-gatherer asked why it was so 
called, Pierre said: ‘‘ Because of the Great Slave ;”’ 
and then paused. 

Tybalt did not hurry Pierre, knowing his whims. If he 
wanted to tell, he would in his own time; if not, nothing 
could draw it from him. It was near an hour before Pierre 
eased off from the puzzle he was solving with bits of paper, 
and obliged Tybalt. He began as if they had been speaking 
the moment before : 

‘*They have said it is legend, but I know better. I have 
seen the records of the Company*, and it is all there. I was at 
Fort O’Glory, and in a box two hundred years old the Factor 
and I found it. Along with the records were other papers, 
and some of them had large red seals and a name scrawled 
along the bottom of the page.” 

Pierre shook his head, as if in pleasant musing. He 
was a born story-teller. Tybalt was aching with interest, and 
he scented a thing of note. | 

‘‘How did any of those papers, signed with a_ scrawl, 
begin ?” he said. | 

‘** To our dearly-beloved,’ or something like that,” answered 
Pierre. ‘*‘ There were letters also, and two of them were full 
of harsh words, and these were signed with the scrawl.” 

‘¢ What was that scrawl?” asked Tybalt. 

Pierre stooped to the sand, and wrote two words with his 
finger. ‘‘ Like that,” he answered. 

Tybalt looked intently for an instant, and then drew a long 
breath. ‘‘ Charles Rex,” he said, hardly above his breath. 

Pierre gave him a suggestive side-long glance. ‘‘ That 
name was droll, eh?” 

Tybalt’s blood was tingling with the joy of discovery. 
‘‘It is a great name,” he said, shortly. 

‘* The Slave was great—the Indians said so at the last.”’ 


* The Hudson’s Bay Company. 
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Pierre shrugged a shoulder gently, for he thought Tybalt 
was unusually obtuse. Tybalt thought so himself before the 
episode was over. | 

‘Go on,” he said, with clouded brow, but interested eye. 
Then, as if a thought had suddenly come to him: ‘“To whom 
were the letters addressed, Pierre ?” 

“Wait!” was the reply. ‘‘ One letter said: ‘ Good cousin, 
We are evermore glad to have thee and thy most excelling mistress 
near us. So, fail us not at our cheerful doings, yonder at 
fighgate.’ Another—a year after—said: ‘Cousin, for the 
sweetening of our mind, get thee gone into some distant 
corner of our pasturage—the farthest doth please us most. We 
would not have thee on foreign ground, for we bear no ill-will to 
our brother princes, and yet we would not have thee near our 
garden of good loyal souls, for thou hast a rebel heart and a tongue 
of divers tunes—thou lovest not the good old song of duty to thy 
prince. Obeying us, thy lady shall keep thine estates untouched ; 
failing obedience, thou wilt make more than thy prince unhappy. 
Fare thee well.’ That was the way of two letters,” said 
Pierre. 

‘‘ How do you remember so?” 

Pierre shrugged a shoulder again. ‘‘It is easy with things 
like that.” 

‘*But word for word ?” 

‘“‘T learned it word for word.” | 

‘* Now for the story of the Lake—if you won’t tell me the 
name of the man.” 

‘‘The name afterwards—perhaps. Well, he came to the 
farthest corner of the pasturage, to the Hudson’s Bay Country, 
two hundred years ago. What do you think? Was he so sick 
of all, that he would go so far he could never get back? Maybe 
those ‘ cheerful doings’ at Highgate, eh? And the lady—who 
can tell?” 

Tybalt reached over and seized Pierre’s arm with a sudden 
conviction. ‘‘You know more. Good Heavens, can’t you see 
I’m on needles to hear! Was there anything in the letters 
about the lady ? anything more than you’ve told? ” 

Pierre liked no man’s hand on him, and seldom did he put 
his hand on any man. _ He liked it no better because Tybalt 
was of higher social place than himself, nor because the grasp 
was friendly. He-glanced down at the eager hand, and then 
said coldly : 
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bring her to Fort O’Glory, where she could marry an Indian 
there. But now she would not go with him; but turned 
towards the village. A woman is a strange creature—yes, like 
that! She did not know him. Now he refused to go. She 
was in danger, and he would share it, whatever it might be. 
So, though she prayed, he went back with her; and when she’ 
saw that he would go in spite of all, she was lad ; which is oe 
a woman. 

‘When he entered the tent again, he guessed her danger, 
for he stepped over the bodies of two dead men. She had killed 
them. As she turned at the door to go to her own tent, 
another woman faced her... It was the wife | 
of the King, who had suspected and now - 
discovered. Who can tell what it was? 
Jealousy, perhaps. The Great Slave could 
tell, maybe, if he could speak, for a man 
always knows when a woman sets him 
high. But, anyhow, that was the way it 
stood. Ina moment the girl was marched 
back to her tent, and all the camp heard 
a tale, not true, of the widow of the King’s 
son. 

‘‘To it there was an end after the way 
of their laws. The woman should die by ff. 
fire, and the man as the King might will. $4): \ 7 
It was the law, and it must be so. ea 
So there was a great gathering ho |: 
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white stone, which : | 
is now as it was then. Then silence was cailed and the girl- 
widow was brought forth. The King spoke: 

‘© Thou, who had’st a prince for thy husband, hast gone in 
the night to the.tent of a slave, the slave who killed thy 
husband, whereby thou also becomest a slave, and shamest the 
greatness which was given thee. Thou shalt die, as has been 
set in our law.’ | 

‘‘ At that the girl-widow rose. ‘I did not know, O King, 
whom I once called father, that he whom thou mad’st a slave - 
slew my husband, the prince-of our people and thy son. That 
was not told me. But had I known it, still would I have set 
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easy, for she could forget the pain in the thought that his 
heart would ache for her, and that at the very last he might 
care, and she should see it. Ah, she was great in her way, 
also—that girl, two hundred years ago. 

‘*A lors, they led the girl a little distance off, there is the spot, 
where you see the ground heave a little,—and the Great Slave 
was brought up. The King told him why the girl was to die. 
He went like stone, looking, looking at them. He knew that 
the girl’s heart was like a flower or a little child’s, and the 
shame of the thing, the cruelty of it, froze him silent for a 
‘minute, and the colour flew from his face to here and there on 
his body, like a flame on marble. After a little the cords began 
to beat and throb in his neck and on his forehead, and his eyes 
gave out fire like flint on an arrow-head. 

‘* Then he began to talk. Hecould not say much, for he knew 
so little of theirlanguage. But it was ‘No!’ every other word. 
‘ No—no—no—no !’ the words ringing from his chest. ‘ She 
is good!’ he said. ‘The other—no!’ and he made a motion 
with his hand. ‘She must not die—no! Evil? Itisalie! I 
will kill each man one by one who says so if he dares come forth. 
She tried to save me—well?’ Here he made a fine motion 
and drew himself up. Then he made them know that he was of 
high place in a far country, and that a man like him would not 
tell a lie. And that pleased the King, for he was proud, and he 
saw that the Slave was better stuff than himself. Besides, the 
King was a brave man, and he had strength, and more than 
once he had laid his hand on the chest of the other, as one 
might on a grand animal. Perhaps, even then, they might 
have spared the girl if it was not for the Queen. She would not 
hear of it. Then they tried the Great Slave. Because the girl 
was found guilty, he must be found so. The Queen sent 
him word to beg for pardon. So he stood out and spoke 
to the Queen. She sat up straight, with pride in her eyes, for 
‘was it not a great prince (as she thought) pleading? But 
all at once a cloud fell on her face, for he asked for pardon 
for the girl. Since there must be death, let him die, and die by 
fire in her place! At that two women cried out—the poor gir) 
for joy, not at the thought that her life would be saved, but be 
cause she thought the man loved her now, or he would not offe 
to die for her; and the Queen for hate, because she thought 
the same. You can guess the rest: they were both to die, 
though the King was sorry for the man. 





ate 
tes 

















‘THE, LER 
a nee A 
veut Pea ie 
i { al ph eas : rx : ize 
i cs ee inh our Seat sat 
. i 4 COUNTY, ea thou shalt 


light inthe sky, his face sbining among” ee oacs he 
ee 3 itd trad, © 4 fog fees the. ees and. 


Uf 











“THEM 


oe 
bite 





5 ao be | 


Ri nema THE ADLER: 





a v's mate give ‘a. feasod : e vent 
f one ce Ne and Ae guards 





zs = a and the ethers oth the ake: but ite e did # ris “mast eee f 
‘se tbat Ko ane: “Whee Ges an figy AIF eRe 





ae ‘geld out there: i Woe he: Pe 80° 
The cool, ee scent BEE me Jeaves. ae gras came ant re the 





a 








ont agai, telling other: 


ny 


z 





2 
« 


fas 


WA 


p 


aimald,. ant: 
. . « 3 os 4. S72 t 














ee me hiesat i pared THR 1D. ee 


f é - Recent h he: ut ce 


cane ee 


Pai e he - ene 
: ne 


the ee they: cpiae espe eo 





ee haces ae re FS tlhe seas ‘and Coe cs Hee x 
es ee the ‘woman vee Just fished. set for. him- leet ai common 





fee: vi SG te answer rail pure As So ena 
mde as she said" : ee 





as ou. aie? it ‘to. me, haar: 


suk eerie Ree: 
ts Pees ces “ell it sah “your tongues 7 


ae mais “pant; oa 
2208 ‘the. tongue, $ 





of me! 
3 ; a 
— ate ai 4 oa 
in Nace *, ] ° fay tt 
fe ’ Byve we. 4 Fw -. f OE ao 
cay oa) etal . an. ey 
. ’ ‘* 4s ‘ A t 5 Lar ye 
a ey 5 i : i> bth 
peta f a A aL aP a : va Oe 
wt «. he t ae re 
y kc " .. > A anteog Swe A an a: Me 
=I ¥. SF Ay AAA oe er ee Sane LACAN nid Ne oi Oe a fe t- 
" * r vy a. wees ng eA SoA ee ET ENT gk te are 
Y wit - ‘ ° +". + : = 
a . =< 2 « > : 4 ee 
ai re Ss 7 , e-te ei ae x 
. Bp ey é “ FS —_ Te 
Cee Oe eee ee = | s a a = 22 —— = 


ee : 7 s = . 
2 ae ee ee ee ee 


THE LAKE OF THE GREAT SLAVE. 157 


‘* You said five hundred dollars for one of those letters. Is it 
not ?”’ 

‘‘Yes.” Tybalt had a new hope. 

‘“T’sh ! What do I wantof five hundred dollars ? But, here, 
answer me a question: Was the lady—his wife, she that was 
left in England—a good woman? Answer me out of your 
own sense, and from my story. If you say right you shall 
have a letter—one that I have by me.” 

Tybalt’s heart leapt into his throat. After a little he said, 
huskily : ‘‘ She was a good woman—he believed her that, and 
so shall I.” 

‘* You think he could not have been so great unless, eh? 
And that Charles Rex, what of him ?” 

*¢ ‘What good can it do to call him bad now ?” : 

Without a word, Pierre drew from a leather wallet a 
letter, and, by the light of the fast-setting sun, Tybalt read it, 
then read it again, and yet again. 

‘*Poor soul! poor lady!” he said. ‘*‘ Was ever such 
another letter written to any man? And it came too late; 
this, with the King’s recall, came too late!” 

‘*So—so. He died out there where that wild duck flies—a 
Great Slave. Years after, the Company’s man brought word 
of all.” 

Tybalt was looking at the name on the outside of the letter. 

‘* How do they call that name?” asked Pierre. ‘‘It is like 
none I’ve seen.”’ 

But Tybalt shook his head sorrowfully and did not answer. 
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SOME NOVELISTS ON CRITICISM. 161 


read the books. In one of these novel batches, some time ago, | 
came upon a novel by George Meredith, sandwiched between 
two novels by school-girls, as if it were of no greater importance. 
In another, I came upon a notice of a novel of my own, in which 
—there were twelve lines altogether—there were actually twelve 
mis-statements—not opinions, mind, but mis-statements—as to 
the plot and plan of the story. It was impossible to be angry. 
One reflected that the poor man had to earn his half-crown: 
how could he read the book? And in another batch, I came 
upon a genealogical work noticed—with some severity—as a 
novel. The reviewer, you see, was misled by the title and the 
binding, both of which suggested a story. 

‘*5. It is, perhaps, late in the day to protest against the old- 
fashioned ‘ blackguard bludgeon,’ the style of reviewing which 
consists of savage onslaughts, generally upon some harmless 
little book written by a young lady, the production of which was 
paid for by the author, a book bound to fall’: dead as soon as 
produced. This method is much rarer than formerly, but it is 
not yet quite extinct. It will not altogether cease, because the 
temptation to ‘ slate’ with the critic who has no imaginative or 
creative power is too strong to be resisted. It is so very, very 
easy. But one hopes that editors themselves will discover that 
the practice does harm to a paper, because the reading public 
certainly no longer likes the ‘ blackguard bludgeon.’ 

*°6. We have recently, at the Society of Authors, started 
and worked a branch which has opened my eyes as to the possi- 
bility of really ‘helpful’ criticism. We offer to read for young 
authors their MSS., and to give them such an opinion as a 
judicious ‘ coach’ gives a pupil in a piece of composition. We 
have employed upon this work half-a-dozen novelists, men 
and women. The reports which they send in are eminently 
‘helpful’ criticisms. The author is not ‘slated’ nor jumped 
upon : there are none of the stale, stock old adjectives which we 
know so well : he is quite plainly told, as a tutor would tell him, 
what are the defects of his work, and how he should alter and 
improve his work, and whether there is any hope or promise 
in his work of future success. In many cases the writers have 
received and have acknowledged most helpful and practical 
advice on points in which none but actual novelists can advise. 
In some cases the writer has been induced to withdraw from a 
hopeless struggle. 

‘‘T have come to the opinion, after reading a great many 
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‘*’There are times when every man feels himself to be ill- 
used. But then he must candidly allow that there are times 
also when he gets injudicious praise, which is a much more 
dangerous thing than undeserved blame. The one may be set 
against the other. The system of anonymous criticism always 
seems to me to be avery bad one. It removes that sense of 
responsibility under which a writer would hesitate before he 
treated his subject in a flippant or uncharitable manner. Another 
improvement would be that books which are addressed to 
women should be reviewed by women, and vice versd. Whena 
lady has to review a book which has hardly a female character 
in it and which deals with life in the camp or the forecastle, 
how can she possibly approach it with sympathy or knowledge ? 
If I had to choose my own critic I would always take the 
opinion of a brother novelist, for I believe that the creative and 
the critical faculties usually go together. Failing this, how- 
ever, I believe that one can in our press rely upon getting an 
opinion which is thoroughly honest, impartial, and frequently 
intelligent.” . 

‘TI should say,” reflected Mr. Grant Allen, ‘‘ first of all, that 
to talk as though there were two distinct classes—novelists and 
critics—is to make a distinction without a difference ; for the 
most part, the novelists and the critics are the same people. 
There is a great gulf between a composer or a singer and the 
musical critic, between a painter and the art critic ; but there is 
no such difference between a novelist and the critic of novels. 
Both are men of letters, and, as often as not, the man who 
reviews novels writes novels, too. That is the best criticism. 
If you could get art-criticism done by the greatest artists, you 
would have the equivalent of what exists in literature.” 

‘* And as to fairness, the tone and temper of the present 
criticism ? ” 

‘* As far as fairness goes, I think most reviewing is done 
fairly, and I speak there as doer and sufferer. I have written 
some twenty novels which have been reviewed by other men, 
and I must have reviewed a hundred novels written by other 
men ; and, on the average, I think I have got about as fair 
treatment as I have given.” | 

‘‘ But about the mere conditions of space allotted to reviews, 
the kind of olla podrida in which everything is lumped up to- 
gether. Don’t you think that some plan might be arrived at in 
order to improve upon the present system?” .- 
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‘* How about the juvenile reviewer ? ” 

‘* I don’t see much harm in the juvenile reviewer. We were 
all juvenile reviewers ourselves in our time. A man must learn 
his trade on something, and, as the French proverb says, ‘ Bar- 
bers learn to shave on the chins of fools.” We poor novelists 
form the corpus vile for the juvenile reviewers’ experiments. ‘It 
doesn’t hurt us and it pleases them,’ as the collier said when his 
wife belaboured him. Of course, the juvenile reviewer is 
astonishingly omniscient, but that is a pleasing trait of youth, 
and youth is a property I respect so much that I won’t run it 
down on no better ground than I have unfortunately outlived it. 
Let the young reviewer go on and prosper. Let him brandish 
his broadsword in the halfpenny papers: he will learn in time 
to write good English with it. If he objects that good English 
is usually written with a different implement, I can only say he 
is hypercritical, and that most of us nowadays use a typewriter.” 

Miss Marie Corelli idealised the subject by the poetic 
manner in which she mingled tea and criticism together. ‘‘In 
answer to your request I can only say this, that if I could con- 
scientiously realise the existence of any ‘reviewers,’ strictly 
speaking, I should be very glad to express an honest and 
respectful opinion concerning them. But there are none. ‘ Re- 
viewing ’ work is too badly paid for any reasonable being to 
think of making it either an art or a business. Hence we have 
only a few ‘would-be’ critics, whose so-called ‘criticism’ of a 
book ccusists of a few flippant remarks, such as might be used 
by a society woman discussing the latest literature at a fashion- 
able tea. A real ‘review’ should, I imagine, be a painstaking, 
scholarly, dignified, and temperate analysis of the work sub- 
mitted to consideration, with a well-weighed, evenly-balanced, 
‘summing up’ for or against the author, who would then be 
able to discern justly, and with advantage, the causes why he, 
or she, had been praised or blamed. As matters at present 
stand, authors can learn nothing from their reviews, except the 
deplorable extent of their ‘reviewer’s’ ignorance of things in 
general and literature in particular. A mere ‘smart’ sentence 
or two, a line of ‘ chaff,’ with a dash of vulgar, if veiled, personal 
abuse, does not constitute a ‘ review,’ yet this is all most books 
get, just now, in the leading dailies and weeklies. It is not 
altogether creditable to journalism to find race-meetings, dress 
at the Drawing-rooms, or ‘ first-nights’ at the play admirably 
-and carefully described, while a book, which, for all anybody 
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knows, may be destined to influence the minds of thousands, 
gets jeered at, or ‘scratched off’ in a few contemptuous, and, I 
am sorry to say, often ungrammatical lines. I do not speak at 
all from personal feeling, because, as far as personal fecling 
| goes, I have entirely ceased to care about criticism, finding that 
me | it has no effect whatever on the public mind. 1am told that it 
: is now everywhere acknowledged that never did a book get 
! | more unjustly maligned, and wilfully misrepresented, than my 
See a ‘Barabbas.’ That may be so, but what of it ? Spiteful criticisms 
eee never did a book real harm yet, provided the book itself had 
| backbone. And though the letters sent to me from utter 
strangers, indignantly protesting against my ‘unjust critics,’ 
would now fill a fair-sized travelling trunk, I cannot say I have 
myself shared in my enthusiastic correspondents’ anger, being 
much more amused than wrathful. It would have been, indeed, 
te yg - ridiculous to be annoyed by ‘criticisms’ on a work dealing with 
ahs a the New Testament from ‘critics’ who showed themselves 
3 oa ignorant of the New Testament itself. So I simply looked on 
| and enjoyed the fun. I knew the public would retaliate and 
oe i avenge me in its own good time, as it has done. Its continuous 
at | ‘rush’ for the book my ‘friends on the press’ so valiantly sought 
“qeleede ae to kill, is invigorating beyond all expression. So that personal 
ye experience teaches me the ‘little worth’ of newspaper praise.” 
hE a de ‘Do you think that favourable notices will really float a 
ane book ?” 
Ps i ‘*A lady novelist wrote to me the other day complaining 
an bitterly of the failure of her book, ‘considering the splendid 
7 criticisms I had!’ she wailed. As a matter of sad truth her 
: book was totally devoid of any new or lasting interest, and if 
i * the whole press had joined in shouting eulogies it would have 
F fallen flat with our present-day analytical ‘and fastidious public. 
i i I think authors do not sufficiently bear in mind the important 
fetes fact that in this age of ours, the public thinks for itself much 
“ 
| 
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more extensively than we give it credit for. It is a cultured 
public, and its great brain is fully capable of deciding things. 
It rather objects to-be treated like a child, and told ‘what to 
| _— read and what to avoid,’ and, moreover, we must not fail to note 
oe that it mistrusts criticism generally, and seldom reads ‘ reviews.’ 
! 
! 
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And why? Simply because it recognizes the existence of ‘ log- 
a er ena, rolling.’ It is perfectly aware, for instance, that Mr. Theodore 
a 7 Watts is log-roller-in-chief to Mr. Swinburne, that Mr. Le 
3). oe Gallienne ‘rolls’ .greatly.-for- Mr..Norman Gale, and that Mr. 
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Andrew Lang tumbles his logs along over everything for as 
many as his humour fits. If an author is very highly and ex- 
travagantly praised in the press, therefore, the public meta- 
phorically winks one eye, and says, ‘He’s got a friend at . 
court!’ or what is worse, ‘Looks as if he wrote. that him- 
self!’ If, on the contrary, he gets malignantly, savagely, or 
sneeringly abused, the public ‘winks the other eye,’ and says, 
‘That’s a nasty one! Something original, no doubt, and this 
chap’s jealous.’ And they straightway ‘go’ for the book 
reviled. If, to avoid both Scylla and Charybdis, the critics say 
nothing, and studiously avoid the very mention of an author’s 
name, drop him out of the list of literary magnates, and try 
hard to ‘pass him over’ in the press, the while his book and 
himself are being spoken of everywhere in society, then the 
public open both eyes wide, and exclaim loudly, ‘ This must be 
a great fellow! The papers are actually afraid to mention him, 
lest he should cut out all the little fry. He must be a veal 
genius!’ For the old saying of Socrates serves for the present 
as for the past : ‘There is no greater proof of success than when 
your contemporaries are silent concerning your victories for fear 
you should seem distinguished.’ ” 

‘‘But can you suggest any remedy for the present system, 
Miss Corelli ? ” 

‘‘T can readily imagine an Utopian state of ‘reviewing’ where- 
in honour and equity should reign supreme, and where authors 
(who, if they are worth anything at all, should always be grate- 
ful to learn) might obtain great help from the temperate, well- 
worded judgment of an unprejudiced and _ brilliantly-educated 
critic. But from the uneducated and flippant nothing can be 
expected but ignorance and flippancy, and from the practice of 
‘log-rolling’ nothing can come but injustice and temporary 
neglect (though only temporary) to those who have zo ‘log- 
rollers.” The game of ‘catspaw,’ which was played so prettily 
some months ago by some of the very little poets, was one of the 
funniest lessons in ‘criticism’ going, and amused allsober students 
of literature vastly. . These gentlemen set each other up and 
knocked each other down again in the columns of their own 
particular periodicals like so many nine-pins.. And the public 
noted it all—the public is not deaf, or blind, or foolish. It stands 
outside the press and looks on, generally grinning from ear to 
ear. It watches the game of ‘catspaw,’ it blandly observes the 
logs rolling, but it makes no comment; in itself it is chiefly 
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who produce the ‘slating’ reviews, and they are generally 
employed on papers that are compelled to make themselves 
felt. The easiest way to make an impression is to oppose your 
opinions to everybody else’s. Only the journals that live from 
hand to mouth want the kind of critic who does that. He 
amuses the public, but I doubt if he has any real effect in 
forming public opinion. It is of no use to quarrel with him. 
He lives on rumpus. Leave him alone. As Keats said, there 
isa kind of literary insult to which there is only one reply—a 
blow.” 

‘‘Then there is another rather delicate point, Mr. Caine. 
Do you believe in the honesty of the critical press ? ” 

‘““Indeed I do. I am forced to conclude that there are 
evidences of corruption and collusion, and so forth; that ficti- 
tious reputations are constantly being rigged up; that there 
have been a few cases of absolute conspiracy to injure; but I 
cannot imagine that the newspapers themselves are anything 
but honest in their aims. Take the editors of a few of them: 
Mr. MacColl, Mr. Sydney Low, Mr. Cotton, Mr. Jerome, Mr. 
Fletcher, Mr. Cust, Mr. Cook—these editors may occasionally 
be the victims of contributors with dishonest motives, but I 
know the men, and I will not believe for a moment that they 
would do the doubtful things that their journalistic predecessors 
of fifty to eighty years ago were charged with. Not long ago 
one of their number made a frank and manly public confession 
of how his paper had suffered at the hands of a hasty or angry 
reviewer. Their weakness—their natural and human weakness 
—will usually be on the side of good nature ; they will want to 
help the lame dog over the stile. I do not believe at all that 
they are capable of laming the poor wretch to begin with. 

‘‘Mr. Pinero, a little while ago, made an admirable and 
wholesome speech on the value of praise. Praise gets the best 
out of an imaginative writer; censure, especially unmerited 
censure (like envy and some other literary bad passions), has a 
dwarfing and petrifying effect on the imagination. But, while 
seeing this, I am bound to recognise the occasional evil results 
of excess of enthusiasm. Some of the more generous of our 
writers are, perhaps, a little prone to this ; Mr. Grant Allen, for 
example (to whom, however, I owe a personal debt of gratitude 
for what he did with such splendid liberality and timeliness in 
the case of Watson) ; and Mr. Stead, in another way.” 

‘¢ But after all, Mr. Caine, who is the ultimate critic?” 


Ghe J{fatrimonial Pfgencv. 


By LINCOLN SPRINGFIELD. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEO. HUTCHINSON. 


G6 But you don’t pretend, Alec,’”’ I said, as I was discussing 

with Yorke at the Press Club some of his journalistic 
experiences with a view to the selection of the more entertaining 
of them, ‘“‘ that you have never been out on expeditions which 
have failed, that you have never caught that which is termed a 
‘mike’ in the Fleet Street tongue.” 

‘‘Of course, I don’t make any assertion so absurd,’ replied 
Yorke, ‘* but the failures are not interesting, and do not, therefore, 
require to be recalled. Wait a moment, though. There was one 
incident which amused me at the time, and which yielded no 
‘copy’ that ever got into the paper. Will you listen ?” 

‘¢ By all means.” 

‘J daresay you remember the trial which went at the time by 
the name of ‘The Matrimonial Agency Scandal.’ By very 
equivocal means one Porter, who ran a Matrimonial Agency in 
the Strand, brought together a wealthy Cuban girl and a pseudo-- 
Count from the Mile End Road. This ill-assorted couple were 
married at a Registry Office, under circumstances which I need 
not now exhume. They were circumstances, at all events, which 
warranted the Divorce Court in giving the lady the verdict in the 
nullity suit which she brought. During the hearing of the action 
the intrigues by which the ingenious Porter assisted the adven- 
turer to capture, temporarily, the lady and her do¢ stood revealed 
in that fierce light which beats upon the matrimonial courts 
during the hearing of one more sensational case. Encouraged 
by her success, the Cuban damsel next sued Porter for the £5,000 
which he had separated from the settlement as his share of the 
plunder, and there were more revelations of the peculiar 
machinery of this business of Porter’s which usurped the 
functions of that department of Heaven where marriages are 
made. Growing, of course, upon what it fed, the public appetite 
hungered for more matrimonial agency disclosures. 

«¢<¢ We must have a big boom on this,’ said the Herald editor 
to me, for I daresay you have noticed the personal communications 
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of editors do not always sustain the ornate and polished style of 
their leading articles. ‘If you can work anything up, you can 
have the whole of the bill (contents-bill) to yourself.” | 

““¢ Yes, there are plenty of matters which did not come out in 
court, as well as those which did,’ I replied. 

“¢¢ Tl] tell you what would make some splendidly picturesque 
“copy "to capture a batch of the correspondence between the 
agency and some of its clients.’ 

“¢Yes, it would. I suppose you can suggest a way for 
carrying out the scheme now you have broached It.’ 

—&€Well, why not nobble the postman, and intercept the letters 
that way-?’ . The editor said this quite seriously, I assure you. I 
suppose He had drained his morality dry by his indignant 
denunciation, in the ‘leader’ he had just finished, of the 
dishonesty of political patronage in public appointments. There 
never were men who so strained at gnats and took camels at one 
bite as the general run of editors. I pointed out to him that a 
scheme of that sort would probably land both the postman and 
myself in gaol, whereupon he was good pace to a Etempyy leave 
ways and means to my own resource. - 

“My first impulse was to consult the matrimonial sifiée as a 
chent myself, but I had a presentiment that Mrs. Yorke would 
veto any experimental courtship of that description on my part. 
You cannot get your domestic partner to share your professional 
enthusiasm to the extent of tolerating even the merely histrionic 
and pretended philandering which that scheme would involve. 
Moreover, any testimony I obtained in that manner would be the 
evidence of an agent provocateur, and tainted accordingly. 

‘The policy of bribing a clerk in the agency next occurred to 
me for consideration. It was a direct and easy method, for 
clerks in questionable concerns of this sort do not put a very high 
price upon their incorruptibility... I had practically decided upon 
that scheme, and was making my way towards the Strarid’ to 
reconnoitre, when I met a youth who unconsciously modified my 
plan of campaign. He was Squills, the dandified young man 
who honoured Messrs. Southdown. and - Kingwood, the sclicitors, 
by acting in the capacity of their confidential clerk. 

. ** Excuse me,’ I said, barring his way, ‘but you are South- 
down and Kingwood, I believe ?’. 

‘‘ The young man screwed a monocle into hig eh eye, after the 
manner of the senior of his firm, and admitted affably that he was. 
. £*¢T’m Yorke, of the Herald,’ I explained, 
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‘<¢ Yes, I saw you in court during the hearing of the Porter 
case,’ he said, evidently propitiated by the manner in which I 
had addressed him. 

‘‘ «You conducted that case remarkably well, if I may say so,’ 
I proceeded, ‘ and I never saw Pilcher in better form.’ 

‘¢¢ Pilcher couldn't help doing it well, on the brief I got up for 
him. All the witnesses came up to their proofs, and the case was 
so strong that even his brother could have won it!’ 

‘¢¢QOh! has Pilcher a brother who 1s learned in the law ?’ 

‘¢¢ No, his brother isonly a judge. He used to make an awful 
exhibition of himself when he was at the bar, and was wairanted 
to lose any case. He's even worse now, but it doesn’t show ina 
judge.’ 

‘¢¢ Have you got your verdict and costs out of Porter yet ?’ 

‘¢¢ No, but I had the sherift’s officers put in this morning, one 
at his private house at Norwood, and one at his offices.’ 

‘¢ What a wonderful stroke of luck for me, I thought. Of all the 
various embodiments of the law, the man in possession has the 
most human nature in him, if in the tapping of it you go the 
right way to work. Here was Providence deliberately making an 
opening for me! I drove out to the Strand, and hurried up the 
stairs leading to the Matrimonial Agency, a somewhat dingy 
approach to the Temple of Hymen. I thought the bailiff could 
not yet have arrived on the scene, for the notes of a piano caught 
my ear. I opened the door, and the piano was suddenly mute. 
The bailiff was sitting at the far end of the room, some yards 
away from the piano, playing the sybarite, on an elegant settee, 
with his clumsy feet on the brocaded satin seat of a pretty gilt- 
framed chair. 

‘¢¢ Good morning,’ I said, ‘I have just called from Messrs. 
Southdown and Kingwood to see if you are getting on all right.’ 

‘‘« Oh, yes, sir, thank you,’ he answered. 

‘‘¢ But you must be dry, eh? Haven’t you come across the 
old man’s refreshment department yet ?” 

‘¢* No, sir, but not for want of looking, I don’t mind saying.’ 

‘©<¢ Well, we must cater for ourselves then ’—and I pulled the 
handle of the messenger call, and before long had a bottle of 
whisky, some clay pipes, and some tobacco on the scene, to all of 
which the man in possession took very kindly. 

‘¢¢ Was I mistaken, or have I met a musical bailiff?’ I en- 
quired. 

‘‘ He shifted a little uneasily on his seat, and replied with a 
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Prayer,’ while the bailiff whispered in my ear an explanation of 
this curious vision. | 

‘© ¢ She’s one of the clients,’ he said, witha wink and a nudge. 
‘I’ve had several of ’em here, and, being lonely, I’ve had a bit of 
a game with ’em, kiddin’ ’em I’m the new boss of the show. 
There was one very pretty ‘un, and I’m not sure that I ain't 
definitely engaged myself to her. Still, if the worst was to come 
- to the worst, I suppose the employer's liability would come in all 
right, and the sheriff would have to pay my damages, eh? This 
one here came in, and asked if she should play her piece over, for 
old Porter seems to have been in the habit of testing their 
accomplishments before vouching for em. Well, I saw no just 
Cause or impediment why she shouldn't play her piece, and, 
having nothing better to do, I sat down to listen. We heard you 
coming, and I beckoned her to slip behind the screen, not knowing 
who you might be. But I don’t think we’ll detain her now, eh ?’ 

‘“©¢T wouldn’t have stopped and made myself de trop had | 
known you had company,’ I said. 

‘©¢ Well, she ain’t a beauty, and she didn't bring in any 
whisky,’ was his reply, ‘so I.don’t bear you any grudge, sir, I 
can assure you. I won’t keep you any longer to-day,’ he pro- 
ceeded, turning to the lady and raising his voice, ‘ because, to tell 
you the truth, there’s a little hitch in this ’ere business. It’s 
suspended working for the present, and I’m told the sheriff's 
officer may be here at any minute to arrest anybody found on the 
premises.’ 

‘« She gave a little scream, seized her paper and her parasol, and 
darted out of the door and down the stairs as rapidly as if there 
were a mouse at the top and an eligible suitor at the bottom. 

‘‘The bailiff laughed till he choked. He was a stout, jovial, 
rubicund old boy, and from his remark that ‘ This ’ere is better 
than being on the road for fourteen hours at a stretch,’ I pre- 
sumed him to have been a ’bus driver before he joined the 
commission of the sheriff. He was an incongruous figure in that 
daintily-upholstered room. He sat smoking as unconcernedly as 
one born to the luxury in the midst of which he found himself, 
and spat out a new design upon the soft Turkey carpet. 
When I had first entered the room it was pervaded with a faint 
scent of stale patchouli; but that was before the Lailiff had got to 
work with his pipe. The gas globes were all painted with chubby 
little cupids, and from their plush frames on the embossed wall- 
paper there looked down a number of charming female figures, all 
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until the opportune moment arrived, when, with all the ardour 
of a young lover, he knocked the fair lady’s father on the 
head and made off with the object of his choice. This decisive 
manner of courtship early inclined the lady to a respect for 
her lord and master, and to a definite idea of his superiority, 
physical and mental; and in this we find, as we invariably do 
find, that primitive ways were the best. As Woman multiplied 
on the face of the earth, increasing her proportionate number 
in proportion to the number of men slain in the process of court- 
ship and other wars, she gradually passed from Spoil to Chattel. 
More numerous, she became cheaper. Man hesitated, and then 
refused, to risk his life in procuring her or in defending his title 
to her, and heroic courtship degenerated into mercantile. A 
Chattel, she was offered by her guardian to the highest bidder 
who, as we know, paid for her in kind—lambs, geese, deer, 
camels, white elephants, &c. Pressing forward in civilisation 
century by century, Man became better able to judge, to think, 
to reason. As his mind gradually unfolded and expanded, he, 
beginning to see matters in their true light, lopped off a sheep 
here and a camel there, reducing the amount paid decade by 
decade, shortening and shortening the price until one day—it is 
a century ago, or more—Man, in his wisdom, refused to part 
with his goods for the possession of a wife, maintaining that the 
bargain was one-sided, and that consideration for possession 
was given in a welcome to his halls and her keep for life. 
Women then passed from the ‘‘ Chattel”’ to the ‘‘ Souvenir” 
state. She was given away without exchange. This happy 
condition of things lasted but a short time. The march of pro- 
gress was not to be stayed by a present, and soon guardians 
found themselves obliged to do what lovers formerly had been 
willing to do. Instead of expecting presents from their to be 
sons-in-law, guardians found that they must not hope for a man 
to take unto himself a wife without being compensated in a 
manner for the extra responsibilities incurred. The young man 
still sought the maiden, but, with laudable foresight and thrift, 
he looked to the guardian to provide the means to keep the 
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entirely sceptical as to the existence of the man who would be 
moved in his choice of a wife, as the manager of a stud farm in 
his choice of a mare, by a desire to form an alliance which 
would tend to the improvement of the race. This young man 
is an unknown species to me. I fancy the average young man 
is more likely to be influenced by a dimple, or a neat ankle, or 
some underlying muliebral qualities that he vaguely feels and 
cannot explain. Besides, I am at a disadvantage, as 1 do not 
quite know what the term ‘‘ Advanced Woman” implies ; to 
me it is a puff-ball of a word I see in newspapers. Passing in 
review all the most highly cultured, mentally most richly 
endowed women I have known —not desexualised (there is 
always a danger in that)—they all laboured under the common 
disability of a desire to be loved, or give love—as the poverty 
or richness of their nature had it—and I do not think the 
question of equal intellect, weighed as a huckster weighs sugar 
in a balance, would have arisen when their affections were 
engaged. In that lies the average man’s consolation, even if 
he has to step off the pedestal he has hitherto occupied. The 
superiority of man has, I think, always been purely an economic 
one ; and since the advancement of woman, in England at least, 
has become one of absolute expediency, making her a bread- 
winning, tax-paying member of the community—a fiction—one 
cannot lump man and woman together and say, ‘‘ These are 
inferior, these are superior.” The differentiations are too great, 
One must judge of them as individuals. Absolute equality in 
labour there never can be so long as there is, and must be, such 
an immense difference in primary sexual characteristics, and 
the functions of reproduction. But so far from ‘the physio- 
logical disabilities of woman making her z7/erzor, 1 hold that, 
being so closely interwoven as they are with the crowning glory 
of her existence, for she is a generic creature par excellence, they 
lift her high above man—make her always his Superior. The 
divinest fibre of her nature is her maternal instinct, she holds 
the whole destinies of the human race in herself, man plays only 
a subordinate part in the scheme of nature—the world belongs 
~O 
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brutalities of war and the roughness of the school-games through 
which he has passed. Marriage, limited as it is already—and 
growing yearly, ’tis said, more unfashionable—will be further 
complicated by pecuniary considerations. With rents and taxes 


rising, and the price of farms and stocks falling, a man had 


need be very much in love before he undertakes the possession 
of so expensive an article as the modern woman. No trivial 
round for her, no common task, but perpetual enjoyment, luxury, 
and unrest. A trip to Norway, a flying visit to Egypt, the race- 
course, the hunting-field, the theatre, society, yachting, a multi- 
tude of beautiful clothes, fine living, delicate dishes, are essential 
to her existence. And with it all her poor soul is never satisfied, 
her vagaries and whims in endless succession must be gratified 
by the husband. A marriage settlement ought to be, not a mere 
allowance of pin-money, but a ‘‘skiddle,” as Lady Twombley 
calls it in the ‘‘ Cabinet Minister,” a schedule of wishes and 
requirements. Now, how is the cowardly tyrant, Man, going to 
arrange and combine all these multifarious interests with the 
capacity of his slender bank-book? Ah, well! Tyrants can 
always get what they want, and no doubt he will find some way 
out of the dilemma. Of one thing we may be sure, the lady will 
not sit at home and languish. She will be up and about, seek- 
ing ‘‘ fresh woods and pastures new.” . 


* * *« % 


The Average Man is certainly no match for the Advanced Wo- 
man; andif she makes up her mind to eschew marriage altogether, 
which really seems the only logical outcome of her opinions, 
there is no doubt but that, outnumbered and outwitted, we must 
succumb to her superior dominion. Then, perhaps, we might 
return to primitive times, and man, like the peacock, spread his 
plumes in the sunshine to attract the woman’s admiration, while 
she, plain, neatly dressed in men’s clothes, and renouncing all 
claims to beauty, stood by scornful and recalcitrant. In reality, 
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crowd your bookshelves merely because you have no means of 
getting rid of them. Whereas if you buy a novel in a series of 
twelve band-boxes or half-a-dozen large trunks, the band-boxes 
and the trunks would remain as useful possessions long after 
you had assimilated the wit and wisdom of their linings. Then, 
think how convenient it would be when travelling to read the 
outside of one’s band-box, and thus avoid carrying a small 
library of books. I hope the Authors’ Society will consider this 
method of publication, and inform the publishers that if the 
three-volume novel is abolished, authors will throw themselves 
into the arms of the trunk and band-box makers, who will issue 
novels in a shape at once cheaper and more useful than the 
three-volume form. The minor poets have long been in the 
habit of publishing most of their productions in band-box form, 
and they can be counted upon to give an enthusiastic support 
to any scheme which promises to render that form of publica- 
tion more respectable in the eyes of the general public than it 
has hitherto been. 


% % % % 


Now that the Opium Commission has virtually finished its 
work, it is time we had a Commission to inquire into the influ- 
ence of the vice of abstinence from tobacco.. If the victims of 
this terrible vice would only practise it in secret, pity, rather 
than hostility, would be the predominant feeling towards them. 
But instead of abstaining in the seclusion of their own residences, 
they shamelessly abstain from tobacco in every form in the most 
public places, and under the gaze of innocence and youth. 
Much complaint has been made of late concerning the outrageous 
conduct. of male, and especially of female, abstainers from 
tobacco, who force their way into railway smoking-carriages, and 
in spite of the protests of the other. occupants, persistently ab- 
stain from smoking during the longest railway journey, It may 
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be asked why the smoker does not quietly continue to smoke, 
regardless of the presence of the abstainer. Of course this is 
practicable ; but what decent and humane man can take any 
pleasure in smoking when there is seated opposite to him a 
middle-aged woman who is perhaps the mother of young and 
helpless children, but who shamelessly and sniffingly proclaims 
her vicious hatred of tobacco in every look and movement. The 
presence of the abstainer must necessarily cast a gloom over any 
railway compartment ; and the smoker, filled with disgust and 
pity, loses all interest in his pipe. What is the most painful 
feature of the whole matter is that the abstainers have actually 
formed societies for the forcible suppression of smoking, and, 
not content w:th their own degradation, are striving to degrade 
all other men and women to their level. The remedy is, how- 
ever, plain. If the abstainers have a right to crush smokers by, 
law, smokers have a similar right to crush abstainers. We 
need a Parliamentary Commission which shall gather proofs of 
the wide extent of the vice of abstinence from tobacco, and of 
its terrible results. When this is done we shall be in a position 
either to prohibit abstinence from tobacco in all parts of the 
United Kingdom, or, at least, to make such prohibition a matter 
of local option. In any event, something must be done without 
further delay if we wish to save our sons and daughters from 
becoming open and habitual abstainers from tobacco. 


George Meredith’s ‘‘ Lord Ormont and his Aminta” contains 
at least one chapter—that in which Aminta and Weyburn swim 
together—which will live in the adoration of the reader side by 
side with the riverside chapter in ‘‘ Richard Feverel.” It is 
easy to say that such an incident is quite impossible. So, too, 
is Lord Ormont’s treatment of his wife, upon which the whole 


216 _ THE IDLER. 


plot of the story hangs ; but to find fault with a book of George 
Meredith’s merely because of its impossibilities, is as absurd as 
it would. be to condemn the story of Aladdin on the ground that 
genii cannot be summoned merely by rubbing old brass lamps. 
‘Lord Ormont and his Aminta” is not merely a great book. 
It is Himalayan, and dwarfs the merely Alpine heights to which 
other novelists have risen. I am curious to see if the inexplic- 
able people who hold that ‘‘ Esther Waters” is immoral will 
have any fault to find with Mr. Meredith’s new book. The 
ending of the story is precisely the ending which it would have 
had in real life. It is the only artistic ending, but nevertheless 
Mr. Meredith, in his fearless loyalty to what art required, has 
placed himself in apparent hostility to one of the plainest canons 
of morality. The book teaches that a wife is justified in leaving 
her husband and living with. her lover, provided she can be of 
more use to the world as a mistress than as a wife. Of course 
this is not what Mr. Meredith personally believes, and it is put 
forth as the defence which Weyburn and Aminta would naturally 
make for their conduct; but that the book is a powerful and 
persuasive apology for adultery no intelligent reader can deny. 
It does.not contain a line which the ‘‘ young person” could not 
read without a blush, but it is immoral in a far deeper sense 
than are any of Zola’s books, for I have yet to find in any one 
of the latter the smallest apology for vice. a 

Mr. Meredith has no more ardent admirer than myself, but 
I have never been able to admire his style. ‘‘ Lord Ormont and 
his Aminta” is full of sentences that are simply perfect as 
expressions of the poetry, wisdom, and wit of the author ; but it 
also contains sentences, almost without number, so intricate and 
artificial in their construction that their meaning can only be 
fully grasped by the man who reads them standing on his head 
before a mirror. If the office of language is to convey ideas. in 
the easiest and simplest way, then these distinctively Meredithian 
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sentences are miraculously bad. Fortunately Mr. Merédith is 
so great as to be beyond the reach of imitation. Otherwise 
there would be imitators of his style who would drive the reader 


to madness. 


% * % % 


The ambitious young poet who recently made a formal appli- 
cation for the post of Poet Laureate, and offered to furnish 
convincing proofs of his qualifications to wear the laurel, was 
only a little in advance of his time. Now that commissions in 
the army and navy, not to speak of positions in various branches 
of the Civil Service, are given to the victors in competitive 
examinations, it can only be a matter of a few years before 
every sort of office, from that of First Lord of the Treasury, 
down to that of a sandwich man, is filled by competitive 
examination. We shall see ambitious young curates cramming 
in order to win a bishopric, and crammers will advertise that 
‘‘last year our pupils secured five bishoprics, and one arch- 
bishopric.” The newspapers will give due notice of the annual 
examination for admission to the Cabinet, and we shall read 
that ‘‘ Professor Macbeth yesterday won the position of Leader 
of the House, having 193 marks, to Mr. Balfour’s 192, and Sir 
William Harcourt’s 191. In that day the Laureateship will, as 
a matter of course, go to the man who can pass the best examin- 
ation in prosody, ancient and modern, and who has written 
the best competitive poem. After all, this would not be half as 
absurd as it 1s to give to a delicate, near-sighted young fellow, 
whom nature designed for a clergyman, a commission in the 
navy merely because he is a better mathematician than some 
robust, dare-devil boy, who was born to bea sailor. If the 
Laureateship were to be given to the man who could write the 
best patriotic ode, and if Mr. Kipling could be induced to enter 
the contest, there could not be ti2 slightest doubt as to who 
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would be our next Poet Laureate. Mr. Kipling is not as great 
a master of versification as either Mr. Swinburne or the real 
Mr. Morris, but he has written ballads that contain more true 
poetic genius to the square (or rather the lyrical) foot than any 


other Englishman of this or any age. 


* % % % 


Some day the men who write the advertisements for the 
publishers will presume too far on the meekness of authors, and 
there will be a series of beneficent assassinations which will throw 
Napoleon’s noble act of shooting a single publisher far into the 
Shade. The other day a publisher’s advertisement set forth that 
Mr. Marion Crawford had written a new story entitled, ‘‘ The 
Upper Birth,” and everybody sadly supposed that the novelist 
had returned to the early theosophy of ‘‘ Mr. Isaacs.” The real 
name of the book was ‘‘ The Upper Berth,” and it had nothing 
whatever to do with reincarnation. 

When Mr. Crawford writes of Roman society he has a field 
of his own, and he tills it with wonderful skill. Nothing better 
of its kind than his triad of ‘‘ Saracinesca”’ stories could be 
desired, and I find myself reading them over and over again. 
But why does Mr. Crawford go out of his way to parade his 
sympathy with the papal party? And why does he mistake—- 
to put it mildly—the facts of history? The other day I was re- 
reading ‘‘ Sant’ Ilario,” and in the midst of the story I found the 
assertion that the Garibaldians, who took part in the Mentana 
campaign, were ‘‘a horde of brutal ruffians and half-grown lads, 
desperate in that delight of unbridled licence which has such 
attraction for the mob in all countries.””» Who were these 
ruffians? Among the leaders were Garibaldi and his sons; that 
veteran paladin of freedom, General Fabrizi ; the Cairoli brothers ; 
Nicotera, Acerbi, Mosto, Mario, Giovagnoli—men whose names 
will live for ever in the story of the making of Italy, while among 
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the rank and file were the flower of the young men of Italy. 
To call these men ‘brutal ruffians” is as absurd as it is 
malicious. Equally at variance with history is Mr. Crawford’s 
assertion that Garibaldi ‘‘ was routed on the 3rd and 4th of 
November by the papal forces.”” He was defeated (not routed) 
by the French troops and their chassepots—not by the papal 
forces, to whom he had given a sound beating at Monte 
Rotondo, and who did not dare to attack him until they had the 
support of the French infantry. Mr. Crawford sneeringly calls 
Garibaldi ‘‘ the old gentleman,” and says that ‘‘he possessed 
little or no military science”; and he also informs his readers 
that in Rome, at the date of the Mentana campaign, there was, 
“with the exception of a few turbulent spirits,” ‘‘no revolution- 
ary element,” and that there were ‘‘ very few who sympathised 
with the idea of Italian unification.” This was in 1867, and yet 
three years later, the Romans voted almost unanimously for 
annexation to the Italian kingdom. 

Mr. Crawford has a perfect right to his own political convic- 
tions, but he has no right to pervert history, or to insult the 
memory of brave men. He is somewhat older to-day than he 
was when he sneered at Garibaldi as ‘‘the old gentleman,” and 
made an otherwise capital story the vehicle of the waspish 
feminine spite characteristic of that little clique of Romans who 
still long to be governed by priests. Let us hope that he will 
give us many more Roman stories, and in writing them will 
refrain from thrusting his private political views on the reader. 
I had almost forgotten to say that ‘‘The Upper Berth” is a 
rather slight but clever story, which, if it falls below Mr. Craw- 
ford’s Italian stories, ranks decidedly above the rather dreary 
American stories which he has sometimes felt it his duty, as a 
good American, to write. 


* * * % 


220 THE IDLER. 


Mr. W. D. Howells is another good man gone wrong. His 
early books, the ‘‘ Foregone Conclusion,” and the ‘‘ Lady of the 
Aroostock,” not to speak of several others, were among the best 
stories that America has produced. But in an evil moment Mr. 
Howells determined to become a distinctively American novelist, 
and thereupon he gave us a series of stories faithfully depicting 
the uninteresting lives of utterly uninteresting Americans, such 
as Silas Lapham and Bartley Hubbard. He has now taken a 
further step downward, and in his latest story, ‘‘A Traveller 
from Altruria,” he gives us a sort of socialistic satire, from which 
we learn that a man who permits a servant to black his boots, 
and who wears a dress coat at dinner, is little better than a 
criminal. 

If any one else had written this dreary stuff it would be a 
matter of comparatively little consequence. But it is a bitter 
thing that a man of Mr. Howell’s delicate and poetic genius 
should waste his time and exasperate his warmest admirers by 
writing ‘‘A Traveller from Altruria.” Why will Mr. Howells 
do it? A reformed world, in which every man should black his 
own boots, and sit down in a reefing jacket to a dinner of pork 
and beans, would certainly be purchased very dearly at the cost 
of the thoroughly great novels that Mr. Howells might write. 
Nothing is more sad than the spectacle of a great novelist wast- 
ing his time with such frivolities as socialism and the reformation 


of mankind. 


Moralists are constantly telling us that we must fight 
against our evil impulses, and subdue them. This is very well 
as far as it goes, but no one ever tells us to fight against our 
good impulses. Now, next to popular education, there is noth- 
ing so harmful to mankind as the good impulses to which we are 
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continually yielding. It was a good impulse—the impulse of 
pity for the poor and hungry miners—that induced thousands of 
people to aid in prolonging the coal strike last winter, by sub- 
scribing money for the support of the strikers. Where one miner 
made himself destitute by refusing to work, a hundred miserable 
people were made still more wretched by the rise in the price of 
coals, which made it impossible for them to warm themselves, 
or to cook their food. Thus every shilling which our pestilent 
good impulses led us to give to the miners prolonged the suffer- 
ings of innocent people. . Then look for a moment at the despic- 
able falsehoods which good impulses induce the critic to tell. 
When a friend writes a trashy book, or paints a poor picture, or 
inveigles a manager into producing a wretched play, we who 
may happen to be critics ought sternly to condemn the work. 
If we yield to our good impulses, and praise it, we make our 
friend happy, and, perhaps, fill the mouths of his wife and chil- 
dren and save him from despair; but we do a dishonest thing. 
Of course there are austere and inflexible critics, who would 
butcher any friend to give their consciences a holiday, but I 
frankly confess that I am not one of them; and if it should 
become necessary for me to criticise a novel written by a dear 
friend I should shamelessly perjure myself. Of course I should 
be guilty. of a grave offence, and should deserve severe punish- 
ment, and no one would accept in mitigation my plea that I had 
been overpowered by a good impulse. We cannot watch 
against our good impulses too constantly, or crush them out too 
ruthlessly. They are horribly insidious, and we are never safe 
from their attacks even in our most brutal moods. The world 
will never become just, and virtuous, and unspeakably intoler- 
able, until it is made a capital offence for any man to yield toa 
good impulse. | 
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The Anti-Gambling Society, if it proposes to be consistent, 
has a good deal of work cut out for it. For example, it should 
proceed at once against the weekly penny paper (its name is 
legion), which promises to pay, say, five hundred pounds to any 
man who may succeed in getting himself killed on a railway while 
he has a copy of the paper in his pocket. This game is called insur- 
ance, but it is purely a gambling transaction, in which the proprie- 
tor of the penny paper bets one penny to five hundred pounds that 
no man will be killed in a railway accident while in possession 
of the paper. The game has a great fascination for people with 
a'fondness for gambling, and: thousands of men who travel daily 
by rail, load themselves down with penny papers, in the hope of 
winning large sums. If this sort of thing is tolerated we shall 
soon be a nation of gamblers. It will not be long before clergy- 
men will be undertaking to pay a thousand pounds to any man who 
dies during a sermon, provided he has first put a shilling in the 
plate, and doctors will insure their patients against death at the 
rate of a thousand pounds for a premium of one guinea. Per- 
haps the time will come when we shall all abandon our present 
occupations, and the whole world will live by gambling. I used 
to think that this would be impossible, but latterly I have learned 
that every man who gambles loses his money. It follows that 
no man who gambles ever wins any money, and further, that all 
the money staked in gambling is utterly and mysteriously anni- 
_hilated. Ifa miracle like this can occur daily, all we need to do 
is to find the secret of the miracle and reverse its action. Then 
we shall all grow rich by betting with one another, which will 
be far easier than toiling at what the political economists call 


‘¢ productive industry.” 
* x x  * 
‘‘Puddenhead Wilson,” Mark Twain’s latest story, is the 


work of a novelist, rather than of a ‘‘funny man.” There is 


tte eed 
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plenty of humour in it of the genuine Mark Twain brand, but it 
is as a carefully painted picture of life in a Mississippi town in 
the days of slavery that its chief merit lies. In point of con- 
struction it is much the best story that Mark Twain has written, 
and of men and women in the book at least four are undeniably 
creations, and not one of them is overdrawn or caricatured, as 
are some of the most popular of the author's lay figures. There 
is but one false note in the picture, and that is the introduction 
of the two alleged Italian noblemen. These two young men are 
as little like Italians as they are like Apaches. When challenged 
to fight a duel, one of them, having the choice of weapons, 
chooses revolvers instead of swords. This incident alone is suffi- 
cient to show how little Italian blood there is in Mark Twain’s 
Italians. But this is a small blemish, and if Mark Twain, in his 
future novels, can maintain the proportion of only two lay 
figures to four living characters, he will do better than most 
novelists. The extracts from ‘‘ Puddenhead Wilson’s Almanac,” 
which are prefixed to each chapter of the book, simply ‘‘ pizon 
us for more,” to use Huck Finn’s forcible metaphor. Let us; 
hope that a complete edition of that unrivalled almanac will be 
issued at no distant day 


% * % % 


What to do with Anarchists is a question which no one has 
yet answered in a satisfactory way. Of course the Anarchist 
who commits a murder can be hung or guillotined, but how is 
the mere preacher of anarchy to be silenced without a violation 
of what is called the right of free speech? And yet the problem 
is not a difficult one. What the Anarchist pines for is anarchy. 
If we give him plenty of anarchy we are blessing instead of per- 
secuting him. All the Anarchists in France should be placed on 
a man-of-war, and landed on an uninhabited island in the Pacific. 
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Each man should be supplied with thirty days’ rations, five gallons 
of whisky, and one dozen of the best dynamite bombs. The 
most unlimited and delightful anarchy would at once begin, and 
at the end of the thirty days the man-of-war might revisit the 
island, and hang the surviving Anarchist, provided he actually 
did survive. There is no tyranny in supplying a man with what he 
professes to long for, and if any Anarchist objects to being sent to 
the anarchical island at public expense, and with his pockets filled 
with gratuitous bombs, his objections do not deserve considera- 


tion. 
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FOREWORD. 


HE letters of my late friend, Dr. Stark Munro, appear to me to 
form so connected a whole, and to give so plain an account 
of some of the troubles which a young man may be called upon to 
face at the outset of his career, that I have handed them over to 
the gentleman who is about to edit them. There are two of them, 
the fifth and the ninth, from which some excisions are necessary, 
but, in the main, I hope that they may be reproduced as they 
stand, for I know that nothing could be more abhorrent to my 
friend’s nature than that there should be any suppression of 
those opinions which he had deliberately formed. As to the 
propriety of the publication, I can only say that, after careful 
consideration, I have fully satisfied myself upon that head, for I : 
am sure that there is no privilege which he would have valued 
more highly than the thought that some other young man, 
harassed by pecuniary troubles and by spiritual doubts, should 
gain strength by reading how a brother had passed down the 
valley of the shadow before him. | 


H. SwANBOROUGH. 
Lowell, Massachusetts. 
. Copyright, 1894, 72 the United States of America. Q 
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I. 


MISS you most dreadfully, my dear old Bertie, for you are 

the only man upon this whole earth to whom I have ever 
been able to unreservedly open my whole mind. I don't know 
why it is, for, now that I come to think of it, I have never enjoyed 
very much of your confidence in return. But that may be my 
fault. Perhaps you don’t find me sympathetic, even though I 
have every wish to be. I can only say that I find you intensely so, 
and perhaps I presume too much upon the fact. But no, every 
instinct in my nature tells me that I don’t bore you by my 
confidences. 

Can you remember Cullingworth at the University? You 
never were much in the athletic set, and so it is possible that you 
don’t. Anyway, I’ll take it for granted that you don’t, and explain 
it all ab inztio. I’m sure that you would know his photograph, 
however, for the reason that he was the ugliest and queerest- 
looking man of our year. | S 

Physically, he was a fine athlete—one of the fastest and 
most determined Rugby forwards that I have ever known, 
though he played so savage a game that he was never given his 
international cap. He was well-grown, five foot nine perhaps, 
with square shoulders, an arching chest, and a quick jerky way 
of walking. He had a square strong head bristling with short 
wiry black hair. His face was wonderfully ugly, but it was the 
ugliness of character, which is as attractive as beauty. His jaw 
and eyebrows were craggy and rough-hewn, his nose aggressive 
and red-shot, his eyes small and near-set, fight blue in colour, 
and capable of assuming a very genial and also an exceedingly 
vindictive expression. A slight wiry moustache covered his 
upper lip, and his teeth were yellow, strong, and overlapping like 
‘those of an animal. Add to this that he seldom wore collar or 
necktie, that his throat was the colour and texture of the bark of a 
Scotch fir, and that he had a voice, and especially a laugh, like a 
bull’s bellow: then you have some idea (if you can piece all 
these items together in your mind) of the outward James Culling- 
worth. . 

But the inner man, after all, was what was most worth noting. 
I don’t quite know what genius is. Carlyle’s definition always 
seemed to me to be a very crisp and clear statement of what it is 
not. Far from its being an infinite capacity for taking pains, its 
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for he was quite capable of idling ostentatiously all day, and then 
reading desperately all night, but start a subject of your own for 
him, and then see his originality and strength. Talk about 
torpedoes, and he would catch up a pencil, and on the back of an 
old envelope from his pocket he would sketch out some novel 
contrivance for piercing a ship's netting and getting at her side, 
which might no doubt involve some technical impossibility, but 
which would at least be quite plausible and new. Then, as he 
drew, his bristling eyebrows would contract, his small eyes would 
gleam with excitement, his lips would be pressed together, and 
he would end by banging on the paper with his open hand, and 
shouting in his exultation. You would think that his one mission 
in life was to invent torpedoes. But next instant, if you were to 
express surprise as to how it was that the Egyptian workmen 
elevated the stones to the top of the pyramids, out would come 
the pencil and envelope, and he would propound a scheme for 
doing that ‘with equal energy and conviction. This ingenuity 
was joined to an extremely sanguine nature. As he paced up 
and down in his jerky quick-stepping fashion after one of these 
flights of invention he would take out patents for it, receive you as 
his partner in the enterprise, have it adopted in every civilised 
country, see all conceivable applications of it, count up his probable 
royalties, sketch out the novel methods in which he would invest 
his gains, and finally retire with the most gigantic fortune that has 
ever been amassed. And you would be swept along by his words, 
and would be carried every foot of the way with him, so that it 
would come as quite a shock to you when you suddenly fell back 
to earth again, and found yourself trudging the city street a poor 
student with Foster’s ‘‘ Physiology ’’’ under your arm, and hardly 
the price of your luncheon in your pocket. 

I read over what I have written, but I can see that I give you 
no real insight into the demoniac cleverness of Cullingworth. His 
views upon medicine were most revolutionary, but I daresay I shall 
have a good deal to say about them in the sequel. With his 
brilliant and unusual gifts, his fine athletic record, his strange way 
of dressing (his hat on the back of his head and his throat bare), 
his thundering voice, and his ugly powerful face, he had quite the 
most marked individuality of any man that I have ever known. 

Now you will think me very prolix about this man, but, as it 
looks as if his life might become entwined with mine, it is a 
subject of immediate interest to me, and I am writing all this for 
the purpose of reviving my own recollections as well as in the 
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fellow in the front row who kept on interjecting remarks. I 
suppose that he was drunk, though he seemed to know what 
he was about. The lecturer appealed to his audience at last. 
‘‘These interruptions are insufferable, gentlemen,” said he ; 
‘‘will no one free me from this annoyance?” ‘Hold your 
tongue—you, sir, on the front bench!” cried Cullingworth in his 
bull’s bellow. ‘‘ Perhaps you'll make me,” said the fellow, 
turning a contemptuous face over his shoulder. Cullingworth 
closed his note-book, and began to walk down on the tops of the 
desks, to the delight of the three hundred spectators. It was fine 
to see the deliberate way in which he picked his way among the 
ink bottles. As he sprang down from the last bench on to the 
floor his opponent struck him a smashing blow full in the face. 
Cullingworth got his bulldog grip on him, however, and rushed 
him backwards out of the classroom. What he did with him I 
don't know, but there was a noise like the delivery of a ton of 
coals, and the champion of law and order returned with the 
sedate air of a man who had done his work. His eyes were like 
two damsons on each side of a piece of beetroot, but we gave him 
three cheers as he made his way back to his seat. Then we went 
on with the dangers of Placenta Previa. 

He was not a man who drank hard, but a little drink would 
have a very great effect upon him. Then it was that the ideas 
would surge from his brain, each more fantastic and ingenious 
than the last. And if ever he did get beyond the borderland he 
would do the most amazing things. Sometimes it was the fight- 
ing instinct that would possess him, sometimes the preaching, 
and sometimes the comic, or they might come in succession, 
replacing each other so rapidly as to bewilder his companions. 
Intoxication brought all kinds of queer little peculiarities with it. 
One of them was that he could walk or run perfectly straight, but 
that there always came a time when he unconsciously turned upon 
his tracks and retraced his steps again. This had a strange effect 
sometimes, as in the instance of which I am going to tell you. - 

Very sober to outward seeming, but in a turmoil within, he 
went down to the station one night and, stooping to the pigeon- 
hole, asked the ticket clerk, in the suavest voice, whether he 
could tell him how far it was to London. The official put 
forward his face to reply, when Cullingworth drove his fist 
through the little hole with the force of a piston. The clerk flew 
backwards off his stool, and his yell of pain and indignation 
brought some police and railway men to his assistance. They 
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own defence that he carried the court with him, and escaped 
with a nominal fine. At his invitation the witnesses and the 
police trooped after him to the nearest hotel, and the affair ended 
in universal whisky-and-sodas. 

Well now, if, after all these illustrations, I have failed to give 
you some notion of the man—able, magnetic, unscrupulous, 
violent, many-sided—I must despair of ever doing so. I'll 
suppose, however, that I have not failed, and I will proceed to tell 
you, my most patient of confidants, something of my personal 
relations with Cullingworth. 

When I first made a casual acquaintance with him he was a 
bachelor. At the end of a long vacation, however, he met me in 
the street, and told me in his loud-voiced, volcanic, shoulder- 
slapping way that he had just been married. At his invitation I 
went up with him then and there to see his wife, and as we 
walked he told me the history of his wedding, which was as extra- 
ordinary as everything else he did. I won't tell it to you here, 
my dear Bertie, for I feel that I have dived down too many side- 
streets already, but it was a most bustling business, in which the 
locking of a governess into her room, and the dyeing of Culling- 
worth’s hair, played prominent parts. Apropos of the latter, he 
was never quite able to get rid of its traces, and from this time 
forward there was, added to his other peculiarities, the fact that 
when the sunlight struck upon his hair at certain angles it turned 
it all iridescent and shimmering. 

Well, I went up to his lodgings with him, and was introduced 
to Mrs. Cullingworth. She was a timid little sweet-faced, grey- 
eyed woman, quiet-voiced and gentle-mannered. You had only 
to see the way in which she looked at him to understand that she 
was absolutely under his control, and that, do what he might, or 
say what he might, it would always be the best thing to her. She 
could be obstinate, too, in a gentle dove-like sort of way, but her 
obstinacy lay always in the direction of backing up his sayings 
and doings. ‘This, however, I was only to find out afterwards, 
and at that, my first visit, she impressed me as being one of the 
sweetest little women that I had ever known. 

They were living in the most singular style in a suite of four 
small rooms overa grocer’s shop. ‘There was a kitchen, a bed- 
room, a sitting-room, and a fourth room, which Cullingworth 
insisted upon regarding as a most unhealthy apartment and a 
focus of disease, though I am convinced that it was nothing 
more than the smell of cheeses from below which had given him 
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the idea. At any rate, with his usual energy, he had not only 
locked the room up, but had gummed varnished paper over 
all the cracks of the door to prevent the imaginary contagion 
from spreading. The furniture was of the sparest. There 
were, I remember, only two chairs in the sitting-room, so that 
when a guest came (and I think I was the only one) Culling- 
worth used to squat upon a pile of yearly volumes of the British 
Medical Fournal in the corner. I can see him now, levering 
himself up from his lowly seat and striding about the room, 
roaring and striking with his hands, while his little wife sat mum 
in the corner, listening to him with love and admiration in her 
eyes. What did we care, any one of the three of us, where we sat 
or how we lived as long as youth throbbed hot in our veins and 
our souls were all aflame with the possibilities of life! I look 
upon those Bohemian evenings in the bare room amid the smell 
of the cheese as being among the happiest that I have known. 

I was a frequent visitor to the Cullingworths, for the pleasure 
that I got was made the sweeter by the pleasure which I hoped 
that I gave. They knew no one, and desired to know no one, so 
that socially I seemed to be the only link that bound them to the 
world. I even ventured to interfere in the details of their 
little ménage. Cullingworth had a fad at the time that the 
diseases of civilisation were due to the abandonment of the 
out-of-door life of our ancestors, and, as a corollary, he 
kept all his windows open day and night. As his wife was 
obviously fragile, and yet would have died before she would have ° 
uttered a word of complaint, I took it upon myself to point out to 
him that the cough from which she suffered was hardly to be 
cured as long as she spent her life in a draught. He scowled 
savagely at me for interference, and I thought we were on the 
verge of a quarrel, but it blew over, and he became more con- 
siderate in the matter of ventilation. 

Our evening occupations just about that time were of a 
most extraordinary character. You are aware that there is a 
substance called waxy matter which is deposited in the tissues 
of the body during the course of certain diseases. What this 
may be and how it is formed has been a cause for much bickering 
among pathologists. Cullingworth had strong views upon the 
subject, holding that the waxy matter was really the same thing 
as the glycogen which is normally secreted by the _ liver. 
But it is one thing to have an idea, and another to be able 
to prove it. Above all, we wanted some waxy matter with 
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which to experiment. But fortune favoured us in the most 
magical way. The Professor of Pathology had come into posses- 
sion of a magnificent specimen of the condition. With pride he 
exhibited the organ to us in the classroom before ordering 
his assistant to remove it to the ice-chest, preparatory to its being 
used for microscopical work in the practical class. Cullingworth 
saw his chance and acted on the instant. Slipping out of the 
classroom he threw open the ice-chest, rolled his ulster round 
the dreadful glistening mass, closed the chest again, and walked 
quietly away. I have no doubt that to this day the disappearance 
of that waxy liver is one of the most inexplicable mysteries in the 
career of our Professor. 

That evening, and for many evenings to come, we worked 
upon our liver. Nothing came of all our work, for, though 
Cullingworth considered that he had absolutely established his 
case, and wrote long screeds to the medical papers upon the subject, 
he was never good at stating his views with his pen, and he left, I 
am sure, a very confused idea on the minds of his readers as to 
what it was that he was driving at. Again, as he was a mere 
student without any letters after his name, he got scant attention, 
and I never heard that he gained over a single supporter. 

At the end of the year we both passed our examinations, and 
became duly-qualified medical men. The Cullingworths vanished 
away, and I never heard any more of them, for he was a man 
who prided himself upon never writing a letter. His father had 
‘formerly had a very large and lucrative practice in the West of 
Scotland, but he had been dead some years, - I had a vague idea, 
founded upon some chance remark of his, that he had gone to see 
whether the family name might still stand him in good stead there. 
As for me, I began, as you will remember I explained in my last,* by 
acting as assistant in my father’s practice. You know, however, 
that at its best it is not worth more than £500 a year, with no 
room for expansion. This is not large enough to keep two of us 
at work. Then, again, I can see that my religious opinions annoy 
the dear old man. Why express them? you will say. Well, I try 
to keep the muzzle on, but there are times when I can see that his 
acute brain, hampered only by its early training, is struggling 
through the darkness and towards the light. Then I try to give 
him a hand, and with my blunt tongue I overdo it and shock him 
into a reaction. On the whole, and for every reason, I think that 


* The letter alluded to has, unfortunately, been lost.—H. S. 
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as well as his own. He knows that I would work like a horse. 
So that’s what I’ve been up to all along, Bertie, that to-morrow 
I go to join Cullingworth, and that it looks as if there was to be 
an opening for me at last. I gave you a sketch of him and his 
ways so that you may take an interest in the development of my 
fortune, which you could not do if you did not know something 
of the man who is holding out his hand to me. 

Yesterday was my birthday, and I was two and twenty years 
of age. For two and twenty years have I adhered by the soles 
of my feet, and swung round the sun. And in 4ll seriousness, 
without a touch of levity, and from the bottom of my soul, I 
assure you that I have at the present moment the very vaguest 
idea as to whence I have come from, or whither I am going, or 
what I am here for. It is not for want of inquiry, or from 
indifference. I have mastered the principles of several religions. 
They have all shocked me by the violence which I should have 
to do to my reason to accept any one of them. Their ethics are 
usually excellent. So are the ethics of the Common Law of 
England. But the scheme of creation upon which those ethics 
are built! Well, it really is to me the most astonishing thing 
that I have seen in my short earthly pilgrimage that so many 
able men, deep philosophers, astute lawyers, and clear-headed 
men-of-the-world should accept such an explanation of the facts 
of life. In the face of their concurrence my own poor little 
opinion would not dare to do more than lurk at the back of my 
soul, were it not that I take courage when I reflect that the 
equally eminent lawyers and philosophers of Rome and Greece 
were all agreed that Jupiter had numerous wives, and was fond 
of a glass of good wine. : . 

Mind, my dear Bertie, I do not wish to run down your view 
or that of any other man. We who claim toleration should be 
the first to extend it to others. I am only indicating my own 
position, as I have often done before. And J know your reply 
so well. -Can’t I hear your grave voice saying, ‘‘ Have faith” ? 
Your conscience allows you to. Well, mine won’t allow me; I 
see so Clearly that faith is not a virtue, but a vice. It is a goat 
which has been herded with the sheep. If a man deliberately 
shut his eyes and refused to use them, you would be as quick as 
anyone in seeing that it was immoral and a treason to Nature. 
And yet you would counsel a man to shut that far more precious 
gift the Reason, and to refuse to use it in the most intimate 
question of life. 
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‘‘ The reason cannot help in such a matter,” you reply. I 
answer that to say so is to give up a battle before it is fought. 
My reason shall help me, and when it can help no longer I shall 
do without help. 

It’s late, Bertie, and the fire’s out, and I’m shivering, and 
you, I am very sure, are heartily weary of my gossip and my 
heresies, so adieu until my next. 


II. 
ELL, my dear Bertie, here I am again in your postbox. 
It’s only a fortnight since I wrote you that great long 
letter, and yet you see I have news enough to make another 
formidable budget. They say that the art of letter-writing has 
been lost, but, if quantity may atone for quality, you must confess 
that (for your sins) you have a friend who has retained it. 

When I wrote to you last I was on the eve of going down to 
join the Cullingworths at Avonmouth, with every hope that 
he had found some opening for me. I must tell you at some 
length the particulars of that expedition. 

I travelled down part of the way with young Leslie Duncan, 
whom I think you know. He was gracious enough to consider 
that a third-class carriage and my company were to be pre- 
ferred to a first-class with solitude. You know that he came 
into his uncle’s money a little time ago, and, after a first 
delirious outbreak, he has now relapsed into that dead heavy 
state of despair which is caused by having everything which 
he can wish for. How absurd are the ambitions of life when I 
think that I, who am fairly happy and as keen as a razor-edge, 
should be struggling for that which I can see has brought neither 
profit nor happiness to him! And yet if I can read my own 
nature it is not the accumulation of money which is my real aim, 
but only that I may acquire so much as will relieve my mind of 
sordid cares, and enable me to develop any gifts which I may 
have, undisturbed. My tastes are so simple that I cannot imagine 
any advantage which wealth can give—save, indeed, the exquisite 
pleasure of helping a good man ora good cause. Why should . 
people ever take credit for charity when they must know that they 
cannot gain as much pleasure out of their guineas in any other 
fashion ? I gave my watch toa broken schoolmaster the other day 
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(having no money in my pocket), and my mother could not quite 
determine whether it was a trait of madness or of nobility. I 
could have told her with absolute confidence that it was neither 
the one nor the other, but a sort of epicurean selfishness, with 
perhaps a little dash of swagger away down at the bottom of it. 
What had I ever had from my chronometer like the quiet thrill of 
satisfaction when the fellow brought me the pawnticket and told 
me that the thirty shillings had been useful. 
Leslie Duncan got out at Carstairs, and I was left alone with 
a hale, white-haired old Roman Catholic priest who had sat 
quietly reading his office in the corner. We fell into the most 
intimate talk, which lasted all the way to Avonmouth— indeed, so 
interested was I that I very nearly passed through the place with- 
out knowing it. Father Logan (for that was his name) seemed 
to me to be a beautiful type of what a priest should be, self- 
sacrificing and pure-minded, with a kind of simple cunning about 
him, and a deal of innocent fun. He had the defects as well as. 
the virtues of his class, for he was absolutely reactionary in his 
views. We discussed religion with fervour, and his theology was 
somewhere about the early pliocene. He might have chatted the 
matter over with a priest of Charlemagne’s court, and they would 
have shaken hands after every sentence. He would acknowledge 
this, and claim it as a merit. It was consistency in his eyes. If 
our astronomers and inventors and lawgivers had been equally 
consistent, where would modern civilisation be? Is religion the 
only domain of thought which is non-progressive, and to be 
referred for ever to a standard set two thousand years ago? Can 
they not see that, gs the human brain evolves, it must take a wider 
‘outlook? <A half-formed brain makes a half-formed God, and who 
shall say that our brains are even half-formed yet? The true 
inspired priest is the man or woman with the big brain. It is not 
the shaven patch on the outside, but it is the sixty ounces within 
which is the true mark of election. | 
You know that you are turning up your nose at me, Bertie; I 
' can see you do it. But I’ll come off the thin ice, and you shall 
have nothing but facts now. I’m afraid that I should never do 
for a story-teller, for the first stray character that comes along 
puts his arm in mine and walks me off with my poor story 
straggling away to nothing behind me. 
Well, then, it was night when we reached Avonmouth, and 
when I popped my head out of the carriage window, the first thing 
that my eyes rested upon was old Cullingworth standing in the 
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because the weight of metal that would protect a man who was 
standing up was more than he could carry. But battles are not 
fought nowadays by men who are standing up. Your infantry 
are all lying on their stomachs, and it would take very little to 
protect them. And steel has improved, Munro! Chilled steel! | 
Bessemer! Bessemer! Very good. How much to cover a 
man? Fourteen inches by twelve, meeting at an angle so 
that the bullet will glance. A notch at one side for the 
rifle. There you have it, laddie, the Cullingworth patent 
portable bullet-proof shield. Weight? Oh, the weight would be 
sixteen pounds. I worked it out. Each company carries its 
shields in gocarts, and they are served out on going into action. 
Give me twenty thousand good shots, and I’ll goin at Calais and 
come out at Pekin. Think of it, my boy! the moral effect. One 
side gets home every time, and the other plasters their bullets up 
against steel plates. No troops would stand it. The nation that 
gets it first will pitchfork the rest of Europe over the edge. 
They’re bound to have it—all of them. Let’s reckon it out. 
There’s about eight million of them on a war-footing. Let us 
suppose that only half of them have it. I say only half, 
because I don’t want to be sanguine. That’s four million, and 
I should take a royalty of four shillings on wholesale orders. 
What’s that, Munro? About three-quarters of a million sterling. 
Eh? How's that, laddie? Eh? What?” 

Well, really, that is not unlike his style of talk, now that 
I come to read it over, only you miss the queer stops, the 
sudden confidential whispers, the roar with which he tri- 
umphantly answered his own questions, the shrugs and slaps 
and gesticulations. But not a word all the time as to what it 
was that made him send me that urgent wire which brought 
me to Avonmouth. _ 

I had of course been puzzling in my mind as to whether he 
had succeeded or not, though, from his cheerful appearance and 
buoyant talk, it was tolerably clear to me that all was well with 
him. I was, however, surprised when, as we walked along a 
quiet curving avenue with great houses standing in their own 
grounds upon either side, he stopped and turned in through the 
iron gate which led up to one of the finest of them. The moon 
had broken out and shone upon the high-peaked roof and upon 
the gables at each corner. When he knocked, it was opened 
by a footman with red plush knee-breeches. 1 began to perceive 
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Cullingworth her cigarette. He sat for some little time in silence, 
and then, bounding up, he rushed to the door and flung it open. It 
was always one of his peculiarities to think that people were con- 
spiring against him, or listening to him, for, in spite of his 
superficial brusqueness and frankness, a strange vein of suspicion 
ran through his singular and complex nature. Having satisfied 
himself now that there were no eavesdroppers, he threw himself 
down into his armchair. 

‘‘Munro,” said he, prodding at me with his pipe, ‘‘ what I 
wanted to tell you is that I am utterly, hopelessly, and irretriev- 
ably ruined.” . 

My chair was tilted on its back legs as he spoke, and I 
assure you that I was within an ace of going over. Down like 
a pack of cards came all my dreams as to the grand results which 
were to come from my journey to Avonmouth. Yes, Bertie, I 
am bound to confess it, my first thought was of my own dis- 
appointment, and my second of the misfortune of my friends. 
He had the most diabolical intuitions, or else I have a very tell- 
tale face, for he added at once: 

‘‘ Sorry to disappoint you, my boy. That's not what you 
expected to hear, I can see.’ 

‘“‘ Well,” I stammered, “it 7s rather a surprise, old chap. I 
thought from the—from the——”’ 

‘¢ From the house and the footman and the furniture,”’ said he— 
‘¢ well, they've eaten me up among them—licked me clean, bones 
and gravy. I’m done for, my boy, unless—” here I sawa 
question in his eyes—‘‘ unless some friend were to lend me his 
name on a bit of stamped paper.” 

‘‘T can’t do it, Cullingworth,” said I, ‘it’s a beastly thing to 
have to refuse a friend, and if I had money ‘ 

‘Wait till you’re asked, Munro,” he interrupted, with his 
ugliest of expressions. ‘‘ Besides, as you have nothing and no 
prospects, what earthly use would your name on a paper be? ”’ 

‘¢ That’s what I want to know,”’ said I, feeling a little mortified 
none the less. 

‘¢ Look here, laddie,” he went on, ‘“d'you see that pile of 
letters on the left of the table ? ” 

‘* Yes.” 

‘‘ Well, those are duns. And d’you see those documents on 
the right ? Well, those are County Court summonses. And now 
d’you see that ?” he picked up a little ledger, and showed me three 
or four names scribbled on the first page. | 
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ought to be worth something, I thought. But it was no use 
doing the thing in a half-hearted way. Not a bit of use in 
that, Munro. The kind of people who came to him were 
wealthy, and must see a fine house and a man in livery. 
What chance was there of gathering them into a bow-windowed 
forty-pound-a-year house with a grubby-faced maid at the door? 
What d’you suppose I did? My boy, I took the governor's old 
house that was unlet. The very house that he kept up at five 
thousand a year. Off I started in rare style, and sank my last 
cent in furniture. But it’s no use, my boy. I can’t hold on any 
longer. I got two accidents and an epileptic—twenty-two pounds 
eight and sixpence—that’s the lot !”’ 
_ What will you do, then ?”’ 

‘‘That’s what I wanted your advice about. That’s why I 
wired for you. I always respected your opinion, laddie, and I 
thought now was the time to have it.” 

It struck me that if he had asked it nine months before there 
would have been more sense in it. What on earth could I do 
when affairs were in such a tangle? However, I could not help 
feeling complimented when so independent a fellow as Culling- 
worth turned to me in this way. 

‘*You really think,” said I, ‘that it is no use holding on 
here?” 

He jumped up, and began pacing the room in his swift jerky 
way. | 

‘‘You take warning from it, Munro,” said he—“ you've got to 
start yet. ‘Take my tip and go where no one knows you. People 
will trust a stranger quick enough, but if they can remember you 
as a little chap who ran about in knickerbockers, and got spanked 
with a hair-brush for stealing plums, they are not going to put 
their lives in your keeping. It’s all very well to talk about 
friendship and family connections, but when a man has a pain in 
the stomach he doesn’t care a toss about all that. I'd stick it 
up in gold letters in every medical classroom—have it carved 
across the gate of the University—that if a man wants friends he 
must go among strangers. It’s all up here, Munro, so there’s no 
-use in advising me to hold on.” 

I asked him how much he owed. It came to about seven 
hundred pounds. The rent alone was two hundred. He had 
already raised money on the furniture, and his whole assets came 
to less than a tenner. Of course, there was only one possible 
_ thing that I could advise. 
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‘You must call your creditors together,” said I—‘‘ they can 
see for themselves that you are young and energetic—sure to 
succeed sooner or later. It they push you into a corner now they 
can get nothing. Make that clear to them. But if you make a 
fresh start elsewhere and succeed, you may pay them all in full. 
I cannot see any other possible way out ot it.’ 

‘‘T knew that you’d say that, and it’s just what I thought 
myself, Isn’t it, Hetty? Well, then, that settles it, and I am 
much obliged to you for your advice, and that’s all we'll say about 
the matter to-night. I’ve made my shot and missed. Next time 
I shall hit, and it won’t be long either.” 

His failure did not seem to weigh very heavily on his mind, 
for in a few minutes he was shouting away as lustily as ever. 
Whisky and hot water were brought in so that we might all 
drink luck to the second venture. 

And this whisky led us to what might have been a trouble- 
some affair. Cullingworth, who had drunk off a couple of glasses, 
waited until his wife had left the room, and then began to talk of 
the difficulty of getting any exercise now that he had to wait in 
all day in the hope of patients. This led us round to the ways in 
which a man might take his exercise indoors, and that to boxing. 
Cullingworth took a couple of pair of gloves out of a cupboard, 
and proposed that we should fight a round or two then and there. 

If I hadn’t been a fool, Bertie, I should never have consented. 
It’s one of my many weaknesses, that whether it’s a woman or a 
man, anything like a challenge sets me off. But I knew Culling- 
worth’s ways, and I told you in my last what a lamb of a temper 
he has. None the less we pushed back the table, put the lamp on 
a high bracket, and stood up to one another. 

The moment I looked him in the face I smelt mischief. He 
had a gleam of settled malice in his eye. I believe it was my 
refusal to back his paper which was running in his head. Any- 
way, he looked as dangerous as he could look, with his scowling 
face sunk forward a little, his hands down near his hips (for his 
boxing, like everything else about him, is unconventional), and his 
jaw set like a rat-trap. 

I led off, and then in he came hitting with both hands, and 
grunting like a pig at every blow. From what I could see of him 
he was no boxer at all, but just a formidable rough-and-tumble 
fighter. I was guarding with both hands for half a minute, and 
then was rushed clean off my legs and banged up against the door 
with my head nearly through one of the panels. He wouldn't 
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got him a cross-counter on the jaw that laid him flat across his own 
hearthrug. He was up inan instant witha face likea madman. 

‘You swine!” he shouted. ‘ Take those gloves off and put 
your hands up!” He was tugging at his own to get them off. 

‘Go on, you silly ass!’ said I. ‘* What is there to fight about ?”’ 

He was mad with passion, and chucked his gloves down under 
the table. 

‘‘By Crums, Munro!” he cried, “if you don’t take those 
gloves off, I'll go for you whether you have them or not.” 

‘‘ Have a glass of soda-water,” said I. 

He made a crack at me. ‘You're afraid of me, Munro. 
That’s what’s the matter with you,” he snarled. 

This was getting too hot, Bertie. I saw all the folly of the 
thing. I believe that I could lick him, but at the same time, I 
knew that we were so much of a match that we would both get 
pretty badly cut up without any possible object to serve. For all 
that I took my gloves off, and I think, perhaps, it was my 
wisest course after all. If Cullingworth once thought he had the 
whiphand of you, you might be sorry for it afterwards. ° 

But, as fate would have it, our little barney was nipped in the 
bud. Mrs. Cullingworth came into the room at that instant, and 
screamed out when she saw her husband. His nose was bleed- 
ing, and his chin was all slobbered with blood, so that I don't 
wonder that it gave her a turn. 

‘‘James!” she screamed; and then to me, ‘‘What is the 
meaning of this, Mr. Munro ? ” 

You should have seen the hatred in her dove’s eyes. I felt an 
insane impulse to pick her up and kiss her. 

‘¢We’veonly been having a littlespar, Mrs. Cullingworth,” said 
I. ‘* Your husband wascomplaining that he never got any exercise.’ 

‘It’s all right, Hetty,” said he, pulling his coat on again. 
‘Don’t be a little stupid. Are the servants gone to bed? 
Well, you might bring some water in a basin from the kitchen. 
Sit down, Munro, and light your pipe again. I have a hundred 
things that I want to talk to you about.” 

So that was the end of it, and things went smoothly for the rest _ 
of the evening. But for all that the little wife will always look 
upon me as a brute and a bully, while as to Cullingworth—well, 
it’s rather difficult to say what Cullingworth thinks about the 
matter. 

When I woke next morning he was in my room, and a funny 
looking object he was. His dressing-gown lay on a chair, and he 
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was putting up a fifty-six pound dumb-bell without a rag to cover 
him. Nature didn’t give him a very symmetrical face, nor the 
sweetest of expressions, but he has a figure like a Greek statue. 
I was amused to see that both his eyes had a touch of shadow to 
them. It was his turn to grin when I sat up and found that 
my ear was about the shape and consistency of a toadstool. 
However, he was all for peace that morning, and chatted away 
in the most amiable manner possible. 

I was to go back to my father’s that day, but I had a 
couple of hours with Cullingworth in his consulting-room 
before I left. He was in his best form, and full of a hundred 
fantastic schemes by which I was to help him. Huis great 
object was to get his name into the newspapers. That was 
the basis of all success, according to his view. It seemed to 
me that he was confounding cause with effect, but I did not argue 
the point. I laughed until my sides ached over the grotesque 
suggestions which poured from him. I was to lie senseless in 
the roadway and to be carried in to him by a sympathising crowd, 
while the footman ran with a paragraph to the newspapers. But 
there was the likelihood that the crowd might carry me into the 
rival practitioner opposite. In various disguises I was to feign 
fits at his very door, and so furnish fresh copy for the local press. 
Then I was to die—absolutely to expire—and all Scotland was to 
ring with how Dr. Cullingworth, of Avonmouth, had resuscitated 
me. His ingenious brain rang a thousand changes out of the idea, 
and his own impending bankruptcy was crowded right out et his 
thoughts by the flood of half-serious devices. 

But the thing that took the fun out of him, and salle him 
gnash his teeth and stride cursing about the room, was when he 
Saw a patient walking up the steps which led to the door of 
Scarsdale, his opposite neighbour. Scarsdale had a fairly busy 
practice, and saw his people at home from ten to twelve, so that I 
got quite used to seeing Cullingworth fly out of his chair and rush 
raving to the window. He would diagnose the cases, too, and 
estimate their money value until he was hardly articulate. 

‘‘There you are!’’ he would suddenly yell. ‘ See that man 
with a limp! Every morning he goes. Displaced semi-lunar 
cartilage, and a three months’ job. The man’s worth thirty-five 
shillings a week. And there! -I’m hanged if the woman with 
the rheumatic arthritis isn’t round in her bath-chair again. She’s 
all sealskin and lactic acid. It’s simply sickening to see how 
they crowd to that man. And sucha man! You haven’t seen 
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Phe Gift of the Simple Jing.” 
By GILBERT PARKER. _ 


ILLUSTRATED BY STANLEY L. Woon. 


NCE Macavoy the giant ruled a tribe of Northern people, 
achieving the dignity chiefly by the hands of Pretty 
Pierre, who called him King Macavoy. Then came a time 
when, tiring of his kingship, he journeyed South, leaving all 
behind, even to his queen, who, in her royal bed of cypresses 
and yarrow, came forth no more into the morning. About Fort 
Guidon they still gave him his title, and because of his guile- 
lessness, sincerity, and generosity, Pierre called him ‘‘ The 
Simple King.” His seven feet and over shambled about, sug- 
gesting unjointed power, unshackled force. _No one hated 
Macavoy, many loved him, he was welcome at the fire and the 
cooking-pot ; yet it seemed shameful to have so much man use- 
less—such an engine of life, which might do great things, 
wasting fuel. Nobody thought much of that at Fort Guidon, 
except, perhaps, Pierre, who sometimes said, ‘‘ My simple King, 
some day you shall have your great chance again, but not as a 
king ; as a giant, a man.’ | 

The day did not come immediately, but it came. 

When Ida, the deaf and dumb girl, married Hilton, of the 
H. B. C., every man at Fort Guidon, and some from posts be- 
yond, sent her or brought her presents of one kind or another. 
Pierre’s gift was a Mexican saddle. He was branding Ida’s 
name on it with the broken blade of a case knife, when Macavoy 
entered on him, having just returned from:a vagabone visit to 
Fort St. Anne. 

‘* Is it diggin’ out or carvin’ in y bade Pierre,” he Baked) pul: 
ing in his beard. 

Pierre looked up contemptuously, but did not reply to the 
insinuation, for he never saw an insult unless he ae to 
avenge it ; and quarrel with Macavoy—not he. 

‘* What are you going to give?” he asked. 

‘* Aw, give what to who, hop-o’-me-thumb ?” Macavoy said, 
stretching himself out in the peoOEW ay his legs in the sun, his 
head in the shade. 


* This story is copyrighted by Mr. Gilbert Parker in America. 
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‘* You’ve been taking a walk in the country, then?” Pierre 
asked, though he knew. 

‘*To Fort St. Anne; a buryin’, two christ’nin’s, an’ a 
weddin’ ; an’ lashins uv grog an’ swill—aw that, me button o’ 
the North!” 

‘‘ Hey! hey! What a fool you are, my simple King ! 
You’ve got the things end foremost. Turn your head to the 
open air, for I go to light a cigarette, and if you breathe this 
way, there will be a grand explode !” 

‘¢ Aw, yer thumb in yer eye, Pierre! It’s like a baby’s, me 
breath is, milk and honey it is—aw yis; an’ Father Corraine, 
that was doin’ the trick for the love o’ God, says he to me, 
‘Little Tim Macavoy ’—aw yis, /:##le Tim Macavoy,—says he, 
‘when are you goin’ to buckle to, for the love of God !’ says he. 
Ashamed I| was, Pierre, that Father Corraine should spake to 
me like that, for I’d only a twig twisted at me hips to kape me 
trousies up, an’ I thought ’twas that he had in his eye! 
‘Buckle to,’ says I, ‘Father Corraine? Buckle to, yer 
riv rince !’—feelin’ I was at the twigs the while. ‘ Ay, little 
Tim Macavoy,’ he says, says he, ‘ you’ve been atin’ the husks 
uv idleness long enough; when are you goin’ to buckle to? 
You had a kingdom and ye guv it-up,’ says he; ‘take a field, 
get a plough, and buckle to,’ says he, ‘an’ turn back no more !’ 
—like that, says Father Corraine ; and I thinkin’ all the time 
twas the want o’ me belt he was drivin’ at!” 

Pierre looked at him a moment idly, then said: ‘‘ Such a 
tom-fool! And where’s that grand leather belt of yours, eh, 
my monarch ?” 

A laugh shook through Macavoy’s beard. ‘‘ For the weddin’ 
it wint, buckled the two up wid it for better or worse—an’ purty 
they looked, they did, standin’ there in me cinch, an’ one hole 
left—aw yis, Pierre!” 

‘‘ And what do you give to Ida?” Pierre asked, with a little 
emphasis of the branding-iron. 

Macavoy got to his feet. ‘Ida! Ida!” he said. ‘Is that 
saddle for her? Is it her and Hilton that’s to ate aff one dish 
togither? That rose o’ the valley, that bird wid a song in her 
face and none an her tongue! That daisy dot uv a thing, 
steppin’ through the world like a sprig o’ glory! Aw, Pierre, 
thim two! an’ I’ve divil a scrap to give, good or bad. I’ve 
nothin’ at all in the wide wurruld but the clothes on me back, 
an’ thim hangin’ on the underbrush !”—giving a little twist to 
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‘‘ On demand, for value received, I promise to pay to 
IDA HIETON ... . . . .« ororier, 
eel Tim Macavoy, eceaie seven foot three on me bare fut, 
wa interest at nothin’ at all.’ 

Macavoy ended with a loud smack of the lips. ‘‘ McGuire !”’ 
he said, and nothing more. McGuire was his strongest ex- 
pression. In the most important moments of his career he 
had said it, and it sounded deep, strange, and more powerful 
than many usual oaths. A moment later he said again: 


‘McGuire!’ Then he read it once more out loud. ‘‘ What’s 
that, me Frenchman ?” he said. ‘‘ What Balzebub’s tricks are 
y at now?” 


Pierre was complacently eyeing his handiwork on the 
saddle. He now settled back with his shoulders to the wall, 
and said: ‘‘ Dzs donc, it’s a little promissory note, for a 
wedding gift to Ida. When she says, some day, ‘ Tim 
Macavoy, I want you to do this or that, or to go here or there, 
or to sell you or trade you, or use you for a clothes-horse, 
or a bridge over a cafiyon, or to hold up a house, or blow out a 
prairie-fire, or be my second husband,’ you shall say, ‘Here I 
am’; and you shall travel from Heaven to Halifax, but you 
shall come at the call of this promissory !” 

Pierre’s teeth glistened behind a smile as he spoke, and 
Macavoy broke into a roar of laughter. ‘‘ Black’s the white o’ 
yer eye,” he said at last, ‘‘an’ a joke’s a joke. Seven fut 
three I am, an’ sound uv wind and limb—an’ a weddin’ gift to 
that swate rose o’ the valley! Aisy, aisy, Pierre. A bit o’ 
foolin’ ’twas ye put on the paper, but truth I'll make it, me cock 
o’ the walk! That’s the gift I'll give her and Hilton, an’ no 
other. An’ a dab wid red wax it shall have, an’ what more be 
the word o’ Freddy Tarlton the lawyer.’ 

‘‘You’re a great man, beau gentilhomme,” said Pierre with a 
touch of gentle irony, for his natural malice had no play against 
the huge ex-King of his own making. With these big creatures 
—he had connived with several in his time—he had ever been 
superior, protective, making them to feel that they were as chil- 
dren beside him, and, in truth, he had in him the elements of a 
Napoleon. He looked at Macavoy musingly, and said to 
himself, ‘‘ Well, why not? If it is a joke, then it is a joke; if 
it is a thing to make the world stand still for a minute some- 
time, so much the better. He is all waste now. By the holy, 
he shall do it. It is amusing, and it may be great by-and-by,” 
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rags. Then [ will buy you, and I will burn your bones and the 
rags, and I will scatter to the four winds of the earth the ashes 
of a king, a slave, a fool, and an Irishman,—truly !” 

‘* Bedad, ye’ll have more earth in yer hands then, Pierre, 
than ye'll ever earn, and more heaven than ye’ll ever shtand in.”’ 

Half an hour later they were in Freddy Tarlton’s office on 
the banks of the Little Big Swan, which tumbled past, 
swelled by the first rain of the early autumn. Freddy Tarl- 
ton, who had a gift of humour, entered into the spirit of the 
thing, and treated it seriously, but in vain did he protest that the 
large red seal with Her Majesty’s head on it was unnecessary ; 
Macavoy insisted, and wrote his name across it with an indis- 
tinctness worthy of a king. Before the night was over every- 
body at Guidon Hill, save Hilton and Ida herself, knew what gift 
would come from Macavoy to the wedded pair. : 

The next morning was almost painfully beautiful, so delicate 
in its clearness, so exalted by the glory of the hills, so grand in 
the limitless stretch of the green brown prairie north and south. 
It was a day for God’s creatures to meet in, and speed away, and 
having fiown round the boundaries of that spacious domain, to 
return again to the nest of home on the large plateau between 
the sea and the stars. 

Gathered about Ida’s home was everybody who lived within 
a radius of a hundred miles. In the large front room all the 
presents were set :—rich furs from the far North, cunningly 
carved bowls, rocking chairs made by hand, knives, cooking 
utensils, a copy of Shakespeare in six volumes from the Protes- 
tant missionary who performed the ceremony, a nugget of gold 
from the Long Light River, and outside the door, a horse, 
Hilton’s own present to his wife, on which was put Pierre’s 
saddle with its silver mounting and Ida’s name branded deep on 
pommel and flap. When Macavoy arrived, a cheer went up 
which was carried on waves of laughter into the house to Hilton 
and Ida, who even then were standing before the missionary 
listening to the first words of the brief service which begins, ‘‘ 7 
charge you both tf you do know: any just cause or impediment,” 
and so on. But they did not turn to see what it was, for just at 
that moment they themselves were the most interesting people 
in the universe. Ida being deaf and dumb, it was necessary to 
interpret to her the words of the service by. signs as the mis- 
sionary read it, and this was done by Pierre himself, the half- 
breed Catholic, the man who had brought Hilton and Ida to- 
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gether, for he.and Ida had been old friends. After Father 
Corraine had taught her the language of signs, Pierre had 
learned them from her, until at last, his gestures had become 
as vital as her own, for the delicate precision of his every 
movement, the suggestiveness of look and motion were suited 
to a language which was nearer to the instincts of his own 
nature than word of mouth. All men did not- trust Pierre, but 
all women did ; with those he had a touch of Machiavelli, with 
these he had no sign of Mephistopheles, and few were the occa- 
sions in his life when he showed outward tenderness to either : 
which was equally effective. He had learnt, or knew by instinct, 
that exclusiveness as to men and indifference as to women are 
the greatest. influences on both. As he stood there, slowly 
interpreting to Ida, by graceful allusive signs, the words of the . 
service, one could not think that behind his impassive face 
-there was any feeling for the man or for the woman ; indeed, 
he had that disdainful smile which men acquire, who, like 
Pierre, are all their lives aloof from the hopes of the hearth- 
stone and acknowledge no laws but their own. : More than 
once the eyes of the girl filled with tears as the pregnancy of 
_ some phrase in the service came home to her, her face responded 
to Pierre’s gestures, as do one’s nerves to the delights of good 
music, and there was something so unique, so impressive in the 
ceremony, that the laughter which had greeted Macavoy passed 
away, and a dead silence, beginning from where the two stood, 
crept out until it covered all the prairie. Nothing was heard 
except Hilton’s voice in strong tones saying, ‘‘I take thee to be 
my wedded wife,” &c., but when the last words of the service 
were said, and the new-made bride turned to her husband’s em- 
brace, and a strange little moan of joy broke from her lips, there 
was plenty of noise and laughter again, for Macavoy stood inthe 
doorway, or rather outside it, stooping to look in upon the scene. 
Someone had lent him the cinch of a broncho, and he had belted 
‘himself with it, no longer carrying his clothes about ‘‘on the 
underbrush.” Hilton laughed and stretched out his hand. 
‘*Come in, King,” he said, ‘‘ come and wish us joy.” 

Macavoy parted the crowd easily, forcing his way, and 
instantly was stooping before the pair—for he could not stand 
upright in the room. | 
- Aw, now, Hilton, is it you, is it you, that’s pluckin’ the 

-roses uv the valley, and snatchin’ the stars out uv the sky! aw, 
Hilton, the like o’ that! Travel down I did yesterday from 
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done in Mr. Tarlton’s office. Ye’d better have had a dog, ora 
gun, or a ladder, or a horse, or a saddle, or a quart o’ brown 
brandy ; but such as itis I give it ye—I give it to the rose o’ 
the valley and the star o’ the wide world.” 

And with that, in a loud voice, he read the promissory note, 
and handed it to Ida. Men laughed till there were tears in their 
eyes and a keg of whiskey was opened, but somehow Ida did 
not laugh. She and Pierre had seen a serious side to Macavoy’s 
gift: the childlike manliness in it. It went home to her 
woman’s heart without a touch of ludicrousness, without a 
sound of laughter. 


II. 


_ After a time the interest in this wedding gift declined at 
Fort Guidon, and but three people remembered it with any 
singular distinctness—Ida, Pierre, and Macavoy. Pierre was 
interested, for in his deep primitive mind, he knew that how- 
ever wild a promise, life is so wild in its events, there comes the 
hour for redemption of all I.0.U.’s. 

Meanwhile, weeks, months, and even a.couple of years 
passed, Macavoy and Pierre coming and going, sometimes 
together, sometimes not, in all manner of words at war, in all 
manner of fact at peace. And Ida, out of the bounty of her 
nature, gave the two vagabonds a place at her fireside whenever 
they chose to come. Perhaps, where speech was not given, a 
gift of divination entered into her instead, and she valued what 
others found useless, and held aloof from what others found 
good. She had powers which had ever been the admiration of 
Guidon Hill. Birds and animals were her friends—she called 
them her kinsmen. A peculiar sympathy joined them; so that 
when, at last, she tamed a white wild duck, and made it do the 
duties of a carrier-pigeon, no one thought it strange. Up in 
the hills, beside the White Sun River, lived her sister and her 
sister’s children ; and, by-and-by, the white duck carried mes- 
sages back and forth, so that when, in the winter, Ida’s health 
became delicate, she had comfort in the solicitude and cheer- 
fulness of her sister and the gaiety of the young birds of her 
nest, who sent Ida many a sprightly message and tales of 
their sweet vagrancy in the hills. In these days Pierre and 
Macavoy were little at the Post, save now and then to sit with 
Hilton beside the fire, waiting for spring and telling tales. Upon 
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Hilton had settled that peaceful, abstracted expectancy which 
shows man at his best, as he waits for the time when, through 
the half-lights of his fatherhood, he shall see the broad rich 
dawn of motherhood spreading up the world—which, all being. 
said and done, is that place called Home. Something gentle 
came over him while he grew stouter in body, and in all other. 
ways made a larger figure among the people of the West. 

As Pierre, whose wisdom was more to be trusted than his 
general morality, said, ‘‘ It is strange that most men think not 
enough of themselves till a woman shows them how. But it is 
the great wonder that the woman does not despise him for it. 
Quel caractére! She has so often to show him his way like a 
babe, and yet she says to him, Mon grand homme! my master ! 
my lord! Pshaw ! I have often thought that women are half saints, 
half fools, and men half fools, half rogues. But, guelle vie /— 
what life ! without a woman you are half aman ; with one you are 
bound to a single spot in the world, you are tied by the leg, your 
wing is clipped—you cannot have all. Quelle vie!” 

To this Macavoy said: ‘‘Spit-spat! But what the divil 
good does all yer thinkin’ do ye, Pierre! It’s argufy here and 
argufy there, an’ while yer at that me an’ the rest uv us is 
squeezin’ the fun out o’ life, an’ needin’ no judge like you to tell 
us how. Aw, go ‘long wid ye. Y’are only a bit o’ hell and 
grammar, anyway. Wid all yer cuttin’ and carvin’ things 
to see the internals uv them, I’d: do more to the call uv a woman’s 
finger than for all the logic and knowalogy y’ ever chewed—an’ 
there y’are, me little tailor o’ jur’sprudence !” 

‘‘ To the finger-call of Hilton’s wife, eh ?”’ 

Macavoy was not quite sure what Pierre’s enigmatical tone 
meant. A wild light showed in his eyes, and his tongue blun- 
dered out: ‘‘ Yis, Hilton’s wife’s finger, or a look uv her eye, or 
nothin’ at all. Aisy, aisy, ye wasp! ye’d go stalkin’ divils in 
hell for her yerself, so ye would. But the tongue uv ye—hut, 
it’s gall to the tip!” | 

‘* Maybe, my king. But I’d go hunting because I wanted ; 
you because you must. You’re a slave to come and to go with 
a Queen’s seal on the promissory.” 

Macavoy leaned back and roared. ‘‘Aw, that! The rose o’ 
the valley ! the joy o’ the world! S’t, Pierre—” his voice grew 
on a sudden softer, as a fresh thought came to him—‘‘did ye 
ever think that the child might be dumb like the mother.” 

This was a day in the early spring, when the snows were 
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melting in the hills, and freshets were sweeping down the valleys 
far and near. That night a warm heavy rain came on, and in 
the morning every stream and river was swollen to twice its 
size. The mountains seemed to have stripped themselves of. 
snow, and the vivid sun began at once to colour the foothills 
with green. As Pierre and Macavoy stood at their door, look- 
ing out upon the earth cleansing itself, Macavoy suddenly said : 
‘*Aw, look, look, Pierre; her white duck off to the nest on 
Champak Hill!” 

They both shaded their eyes with their hands. Circling 
round two or three times above the Post, the duck then stretched 
out its neck to the west and floated away beyond Guidon Hill, 
and was hid from view. Pierre without a word began cleaning 
his rifle, while Macavoy smoked and sat looking into the dis- 
tance, surveying the sweet warmth and light. His face blos- 
somed with colour, and the look of his eyes was that of an 
irresponsible child. Once or twice he smiled and puffed in his 
beard, but perhaps that was involuntary, or, maybe, a vague 
reflection of his dreams, themselves most vague, for he was only 
soaking in sun and air and life. 

Within an hour they saw the wild duck again passing the 
crest of Guidon, and they watched it sailing down to the Post, 
Pierre idly fondling the gun, Macavoy half roused from his 
dreams. But presently they were altogether roused, the gun 
was put away, and both were on their feet ; for after the pigeon 
arrived there was a stir at the Post, and Hilton could be seen 
running from the store to his house, not far away. 

‘‘ Something’s wrong there,” said Pierre. 

‘‘D’ye think ’twas the duck brought it?” asked Macavoy. | 

Without a word Pierre started away towards the Post, 
Macavoy following. As they did so, a half-breed boy came from 
the house, hurrying towards them. 

Inside the house Hilton’s wife lay in her bed, her great hour 
coming on before the time, because of ill news from beyond the 
Guidon. There was with her an old Frenchwoman, who her- | 
self, in her time, had brought many children into the world, 
whose heart brooded tenderly, if uncouthly, over the dumb girl. 
She it was who had handed to Hilton the paper the wild duck 
had brought, after Ida had read it and fallea in a faint on the 
floor. : 

The message that had felled the young wife was brief and 
awful. A cloud-burst had fallen on Champak Hill, had torn 
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be loosed-on the side of the narrow ravine opposite the little 
house. Macavoy had nothing to say to the head-shakes of the 
others, and they: did not try to dissuade him, for women and 
children were in the question, and there they were below beside 
the house, the children gathered round the mother, she waiting—. 
waiting. | | 

-Macavoy, stripped to the waist, and carrying only a hatchet 
and a coil of rope tied round him, started away alone up the 
river. The others waited, now and again calling comfort to the 
woman below, though their words could not be heard. About 
half an hour passed, and then someone called out: ‘‘ Here he 
comes!” Presently they could see the rough head and the bare 
shoulders of the giant in the wild churning stream. There was 
only one point where he could get a hold on the hillside—the 
jutting bole of a tree just beneath them, and the dyke of rock 
and trees. 3 

It was a great moment. The current swayed him out, but 
he plunged forward, catching at the bole. His hand seized a 
small branch. It held him an instant, as he was swung round, 
then it snapt. But the other hand clenched the bole, and to a 
loud cheer, which Pierre prompted, Macavoy drew himself up. 
After that they could not see him. He alone was studying the 
situation. He found the key-rock to the dyked slide of earth. 
To loosen it was to divert the slide away, or partly away from 
the little house. But it could not be loosened from above, if at 
all, and he himself would be in the path of the destroying hill. 

‘« Aisy, aisy, Tim Macavoy,” he said to himself. ‘‘It’s the 
woman and the darlins uv her, an’ it’s. the rose.o’ the valley 
down there at the post !” 

A minute afterwards, having chopped down a hickory sap- 
_ ling, he began to pry at the boulder, which held the mass. 
Presently a tree came crashing down, and a small rush of earth 
. folidwed it, and the hearts of the men above and the women 
amd children below. stood still for an instant. But a half-hour 
_ passed ‘as Macavoy toiled with a strange careful skill and a 
superhuman concentration. His body was all shining with 
- sweat, and sweat dripped from his forehead. His eyes were 
on the key-rock and the pile, alert, measuring, intent. At 
last he paused. He looked round at the hills—down at the 
river, up at the sky—humanity was shut away from his sight. 
He was alone. A long hot breath broke from his pressed lips, 
stirring his big red beard. Then he gave a call, a long call 
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‘‘Oh, but it’s so difficult to explain—at least, unless the 
listener is sympathetic.-’ 

‘I’m uncommonly sympathetic, Mrs. Knight,” I assured 
her ; and indeed I felt so. I don’t believe she was thirty—upon 
my word I don’t. 

‘‘My gospel,” said she, with a pretty, modest, deprecating 
smile for the big word, ‘‘is perfect naturalness.” 

‘‘T see,” said I. As a matter of fact, I did not see anything 
except a remarkably taking mouth and chin. 

‘‘If you feel sad, be sad; if merry, be merry. What is 
conventionality, Mr. Vansittart, except a stifling of nature ?” 

‘*It’s nothing else in the world,” I agreed. 

‘*Ah, you men,” Mrs. Knight went on, with a swing of her 
fan through the air. ‘‘ You men don’t know what the deadening 
weight of itis. It is we women who have to bear the burden 
of it. We are trammelled and tied at every step.” 

‘It’s a burning shame,” said I. ‘‘ Why do you stand it?” 

‘Well, I have lifted up my voice,” said Mrs. Knight. ‘I 
have claimed the right for myself and my sisters to do what our 
feelings—our feelings, which are nature’s guide—tell us; as | 
say in Lucifera, through my heroine’s lips.” 

‘‘Oh, say it through your own,” I implored. 

‘‘T really do believe that you understand what I mean!” 
cried Mrs. Knight, in rapture. 

‘*T feel quite sure that I do,” said I. 

‘‘“Ah, sometimes, now and then, when I am alone with 
somebody who appreciates what I feel, I caz speak out—yes, 
and thyough my own lips. You are not yet spoilt by the world, 
Mr. Vansittart.” 

‘IT hope not,” said I, leaning my arm on the back of the 
settee, and regarding Mrs. Knight’s eat ear. I have a liking 
for a pretty ear. 

‘‘Why are my likes and my dislikes to be mapped out for 
me by leaden rules? Why are ‘ you must,’ and ‘ you must not,’ 
to méet me at every turn? If I like a—” 

‘* Yes—if you like a man?” I suggested. 

‘‘Well, yes—then—-a man—” said she, accepting - the 
suggestion with conscious audacity. ‘‘If I like a man, why 
may I not tell him so?” 

_ © And if he likes you,” I added, ‘‘why in the world should 
he not mention the fact?” — 

“Tf it gives me pleasure to talk to him—” 
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hand, ‘‘ we cannot move so quickly. The ground must be pre- 
pared beforehand.” 

‘‘One must, of course, choose the opportunity,” I conceded, 
with a glance round the empty conservatory. 

‘Take my own case—”’ she began. 

‘‘Tt is the best of all to take,” I cried. 

‘‘Well, or take yours,” she amended. 

‘*It comes to just the same thing,” said I. 

‘We must be careful, you know. If we are to preach the 
gospel, we must not throw away our influence by any in- 
discretion.” 

‘‘Tt would be most unwise,” said I, with smother look round. 

‘“We should but rivet the chains closer,” she urged, 
earnestly. 

‘‘ That is very true—in a sense,” said I. 

‘¢In every sense,” urged Mrs. Knight. 

‘“In more than would be wise,” I admitted. 

‘‘ Yet,” said she, ‘‘ we can progress little by little, and every 
step forward is something gained,” and her eyes sparkled with 
enthusiasm. Perhaps mine were sparkling, too—also with 
enthusiasm. 

‘‘Every step forward,” I repeated with conviction, ‘‘is a 
great deal gained.” 

‘* Zuctfera did something,” said Mrs. Knight. 

‘* Ah, now, what did she do?” I asked, much interested. 

‘¢T mean the book had some effect.” 

‘¢Oh, I beg your pardon—of course, of course.” 

‘¢ But we want something more.” 

‘‘Yes, we do,” said I. 

‘‘What precisely it is,” said Mrs. Knight, knitting her 
arched brows, ‘‘I am not quite sure. What zs the next thing 
to be done, Mr. Vansittart ?” a 

‘*To put in action,” said I, firmly and without a moment’s 
hesitation, ‘‘the gospel which you have so nobly preached in 
Bluestfera.”’ 

‘‘ Forgive me—Luczfera, Mr. Vansittart.” 

' “Yes, yes—Lucifera. 1 said Lucifera, didn’t I? At. any 
rate, I meant—I say, what are you getting up for, Mrs. 
PSUBHE! a 
, ‘I—I thought,” said Mrs. Knight, with a sudden and most 
-unexpected timidity, ‘that it was time we went back to the 


other room.’ . 
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‘*Do you want to go back to the other room, Mrs. Knight ?” 

‘Qh, well, no, Mr. Vansittart. I didn’t exactly wan to go. 
I’m sure I’ve enjoyed our talk very much. But don’t you think 
that perhaps we ought——”’ 

“Ought!” I echoed, scornfully. ‘‘ Where is the ‘ought’ 
when we neither of us want it ?” | 

Mrs. Knight stood opposite me for a moment, her folded 
fan dangling from her hand. She smiled -doubtfully at me. 1 
rose to my feet—it is rude to sit while a lady stands—and took 
hold of the other end of the fan. The fan was quite a small 
one. 

‘‘What, under the circumstances,” said I, reiterating the 
gist of my question, ‘‘is the meaning of ‘ ought ’?”’ 

‘¢Oh, the meaning of ‘ought’?” murmured Mrs. Knight.. 

‘What is my ‘ought’ and what is your ‘ought’! What is 
it, I say? And where is it?” 

A smile appeared on Mrs. Knight’s face. 

‘Well, if you ask me, Mr. Vansittart,” said she, throwing 
her lashes up for an instant and letting them droop swiftly 
again; ‘‘I think my ‘Ought’ is probably looking for me and 
wondering who I’m sitting out with allthis time. At least,that’s 
what he’s generally doing at a dance.” 

‘* Now, if he would read Lucifera!” said I. _ 

‘‘He approves of it—in theory,” said Mrs. Knight. ‘‘ Ah, 
you’re very hap—I mean—I mean you haven’t got an ‘ Ought,’ 
Mr. Vansittart.”’ 

‘*Oh, yes, I have,” said I, nodding. 

‘What ? Qh, but you’re too young! You're, surely, 
ri | 

‘‘Converted ?” I interrupted. ‘‘ Certainly.” 

‘Oh, converted!” murmured Mrs. Knight with a smile. 

‘* And so,” said I, ‘‘I have found an ‘ought.’ Shall I tell 
you what it is?” 

‘“Yes, please do, Mr. Vansittart.” 

It was the shortest explanation which I have ever achieved, 
when one considers, I mean, how absolutely complete it was. 
It left nothing more to say, unless it were a single syllable, 
which Mrs. Knight said. 

““Oh!” said Mrs. Knight. 

‘Do you quite understand—or shall I repeat?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Knight. 

At this moment a tall, stout, middle-aged man with black 
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This is done in-every case. At twelve, it is probably dinner time. 
The sister makes out a list of the patients, and of the necessary 
food, which is then sent up to the lobby in bulk, and you help the 
nurses to cut it up for their respective patients. At some hospitals 
there are also special wards, such as those for Jews, where the 
patients’ meals are all cooked after the Jewish manner. Whena 
Jewish patient is dying, the Jewish watchers are sent for. Jews 
strongly object to post-mortems, and don’t take the slightest 
interest in pathological questions. It is well known a sheep's 
kidney strongly resembles that of a human being. A Jew having 
died of kidney disease in a certain hospital, it was found almost 
impossible to obtain the kidney for dissection owing to the rooted 
belief of the Jews that if a man’s whole body is not buried his _ 
spirit cannot inherit salvation. A keen watch therefore is always 
kept by his countrymen over the body of a Jew who dies in 
hospital. The desire to benefit his fellow-creatures by the 
accurate study of this particular disease induced a well-known 
doctor to substitute a sheep’s kidney for the human one, and, 
strange to say, the fraud was never detected. 

Early in the afternoon, everything is prepared for the visit of 
the consulting surgeon, who generally attends two days a week. 
The same routine is observed as in the morning, with the addition 
of the house surgeon’s presence. Dressers belonging to other 
surgeons in the hospital also come round the ward. A popular man 
or good teacher will often be accompanied by seventy or eighty 
students. In the next ward, an unpopular surgeon who is a bad 
teacher will probably only have half-a-dozen. The consulting 
surgeon gives instructions to the house surgeon, who passes them 
on to the sister, and she is responsible for the nurses carrying 
them out properly. If anything goes wrong, the sister alone is 
blamed. After the surgeon has gone, the nurses who have a 
couple of hours off duty, get on the top of a ’bus and ride to Hyde 
Park and back for the sake of the fresh air. 

In your second year, you will have three months’ night and 
day work alternately ; and, if you are staff nurse, will be responsible 
for everything done to the patients under the sister’s direction. 
Your. alternate afternoons or evenings will be spent off duty. 
After dinner, you will probably have to prepare patients for opera- 
tions, and get the operating table or theatreready. The operations 
in the children’s wards at large hospitals used to be something 
perfectly heart-rending. I believe the whole system has been 
changed now, but at one time, when an operation was about to be 
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slowly. Presently she stopped. . I thought I heard the trap- 
door go up, but I took no notice, and after a decent interval, 
we moved placidly on again. We seldom increased our pace 
beyond a walk during the remainder of our journey. Once or 
twice the drivers of passing hansoms, who seemed to know my 
cabman, raised their hats as they went by. I have since 
discovered that this is a humorous intimation of respect to a cab 
whose progress resembles that of a funeral procession. On one 
of these occasions I heard my cabman respond, ‘‘Orl right. Orl 
right. Don’t you worry yourself. It’s a dy’s job.” I said 
nothing to the cabman as I paid him, when we arrived at 
Paddington, but the little horse turned round to look at us. 
She had melancholy legs and a very Roman nose. We looked 
at one another. | 

‘‘’FEr naime’s Jess,” remarked the cabman. 

Jess winked one ear. : 

‘‘ She’s a listenin’,” he commented. ‘‘ Don’t you go and 
think as she doesn’t know a bit. Come up, Jess, you old cow!”’ 
and off he drove, while I hurried inside the station to find that 
the next train to Henley would start in an hour and five 
minutes. 

I did not think, I scarcely hoped, to meet Jess again, though 
I trusted I should recognise her if I encountered her when I was 
in a hurry to catch a train. In this trust I was justified. It 
was some months afterwards, when I was walking along one of 
the dingy streets at the back of Trafalgar Square. An October 
shower had made the asphalte as slippery as glass for the 
horses, and it was with some return of my old indignation that 
I saw a hansom coming along the street furiously driven. The 
driver was standing up in his seat to lay it on with more science, 
and as he passed the St. Martin’s Cab Shelter, he was greeted 
by a chorus from his colleagues of ‘‘ Sit dahn to it, buoy! Sz¢ 
dahn. Fight ’er fair! Fight ’er fair!” There was no mis- 
taking that Roman profile, those melancholy legs. It was Jess. 
The cab had only travelled a few paces beyond the shelter, when 
the horse slipped and stumbled. Jess slid a little distance along 
on her hind legs, made a frantic effort to recover herself, and 
then came down heavily. The driver climbed down from his 
perch with an expedition which surprised me. I had thought 
he would have endeavoured to get the mare up by the customary 
persuasion of the whip. Perhaps the cab rank knew better, for - 
they drew round and helped the driver to strip off the harness 
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that ‘‘It was a shime—that’s wot it was, workin’ a poor ’orse like 
that, and she would like to know what the Serciety for the 
Purvention of Croolty to Animals was a-doin’ of ; that’s what 
she should like to know. Shut ’er jor? (continued the lady with 
the baby). Yus! ho yus! wot, for ‘im? A nasty brute like 
"im, wot flogs a pore animal till ’e carn’t stand up on the 
ashfelt ? Shut ’er jor, indeed! For ’im?” 

A youthful policeman came up briskly, and took out his 
note-book. ‘‘ Here, stand away! stand away!” he said, 
smartly. ‘‘ Now then, driver, why don’t you get the ’orse up?” 

The driver made no immediate response, though he told the 
hanger-on of the cab rank, who came up at this moment with a 
pail of water, that he might bloomin’ well strike him pink. The 
pail was placed on the ground, and a glass borrowed from the 
public-house opposite. Jess looked at these preparations with 
a faint curiosity, but their application was by no means to her 
taste. Her driver dipped a glass of water out of the pail, and 
flung it sharply at the side of her face. Jess shook her head 
irritably, but the water did not help her to get up. Presently 
one of the glasses of water missed her altogether, for she rolled 
over suddenly—on the pail. 

‘‘That’s a fat lot o’ good,”’ observed the smart young police- 
man. ‘‘ Why don’t you get some gravel to put under her feet ?” 

This was a revelation of intelligence on the part of the 
constable which was clearly unexpected by the cabmen, and_ 
their respect for him went up visibly. Some cinders were got 
and placed under Jess’s feet, and the group drew back again to 
leave a space clear for her effort. She made none. — 

‘“‘Put some under ’er ‘ind legs,” said one of the four- 
wheelers. ‘‘She’d be orl right if you got ’er up on ’er ’ind-end.”’ 

They put some cinders underneath her hind hoofs, and Jess 
floundered hard in the effort her friends looked for. But her 
legs doubled up- suddenly once more, and she came down as 
hopelessly as ever, and another of the draggle-tailed women in 
the crowd said that they ‘‘Starved the pore beasts, and over- 
worked ’em, and overworked ’em, until they couddn’t get up. 
Look at the pore beast’s ribs!”’ 

Jess was getting weaker, and sometimes her eyes closed. 
A bystander suggested that they should prop her up with some- 
thing to support her—prop her up with some straw. It was 
done, and thereafter Jess appeared to resign all responsibility 
for the situation. She made no further attempts to get up, and 
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her head sank down on the straw. A stray noe wandered up 
and smelt inquiringly at her hoofs. 

‘‘ Ah,” said one of the tender-hearted women, ‘“ see ’ow the 
pore dumb animals feel for one another. They know when one 
another’s in trouble.” 

Jess’s hind hoof stirred nervously, and one of the poor 
animals went howling down the street towards the Nelson 
Column. 

‘Why don’t you pull her fore legs out ?” asked the police- 
man. 

They pulled her fore legs out, and she left them there ; arid 
in this position she reminded one distantly of the Blondin 
Donkey. 

‘Come, Jess,” said her driver, expostulatingly. ‘‘Come up, 
love! You ain’t bought a bit o’ free’old, you know.” 

‘©T know what she’s a waitin’ for,” said the man in a frock 
coat and bowler hat, who had brought the pail ; ‘‘ she’s a waitih’ 
to have her bloomin’ portrite taken.” 

They tried everything. The policeman moved the crowd 
further back, and cuffed an errand boy’s head. 

They tried to lever her up. They tried to pull her up, four 
of them, with a strap round her neck, and one of them hauling 
on her tail. But each trial failed, and each left her position 
worse than before. She lay so quiet at last that we gathered 
round again. 

‘* This is a bad job, Jess,” I said. 

She looked surprised to hear her name spoken by an entire 
stranger, and tried, I thought, to put her mane straight. But 
she said nothing. 

‘* Better stand away from ’er ’ead, sir,” the policeman said ; 
and as I could do no good, and the rain was stopping, I was 
glad to hurry away; one of the ladies of the neighbourhood 
observing, as I did so, that she hoped I was going to communi- 
cate with the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. 

An hour later I was returning by the same street, and, to 
my surprise, there the horse was still. She still lay helplessly 
and forlornly, partly on the straw and partly on the cinders. 
Her fore legs were still crooked in front of her. The rain was 
coming down hard again, and not many of the crowd were left— 
just a few boys and loafers. 

Jess’s driver was standing yp with one or two other cabmen 
inside the door of the public-house. 
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Phe Jfonkey and the Stork. 


By FRED MILLER. 
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The Jiystery of Black Rock 
Greet. 


CHAPTER I. 
By JEROME K. JEROME. 
ILLUSTRATED BY F, PEGRAM. 


ow did he come here?” 
‘* By the coach this evening. They found him lying 
in the road by Jenkins’ Claim, and brought him on.” 

** And you don’t know who he is, nor anything about him ? ” 

‘* Nothing. He was quite unconscious when they picked 
him up, and has remained so ever since.” 

The Doctor thrust his hands into his trousers-pockets, and 
stood regarding the unconscious heap of humanity before him 
with an expression of profound thought. He was puzzling out 
to himself what answers to make should the Bar-keeper become 
inquisitive as to details, and clamour to know what was the 
particular ailment that made the stranger so curiously. silent. 
The medical fraternity found practising in the Australian bush 
are not as a rule the pick of the profession. 

‘““Do you think there’s any hope for him?” asked the Bar- 
keeper, at last. 

‘‘ Difficult to say,” was the diplomatic, but, so far as 
‘¢ Doctor” Millett himself was personally concerned, most truth- 
ful reply. ‘‘If he has a good constitution he may pull through. 
Or,’’ added the prudent Doctor, feeling the necessity of not 
committing himself to a one-sided opinion, ‘‘he may die to- 
night.” 

‘“Not very pleasant for me if he dies here,” grumbled the 
Bar-keeper, with a comprehensive glance round the dismal 
shanty, that served himself for living room and sleeping apart- 
ment, and the scattered miners of Black Rock Creek for their 
one centre of social entertainment. 

The silent stranger by a convulsive shiver slipped the pillows 
from beneath him, so that his head fell with a bump upon the 
rude bench where he lay stretched. The Doctor raised him in 
his arms. 

‘¢T’ll call at the hut as I pass,” he said quietly, as he with- 
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drew his arm from around the man’s waist, ‘‘and send the 
Inspector down. Meanwhile I'll get you to take this to my 
‘place. My man will make it up for you. Get back as quickly 
as you can.” 

He scribbled, while speaking, a prescription, and, tearing 
out the leaf from his pocket-book, held it out to the Bar- 
keeper. . 

The man took it but stood hesitating. 

‘¢Who’s to look after him?” he asked, jerking his thumb 
in the direction of the sick man. 

The Doctor pushed a couple of the heavy chairs against the 
bench, and arranged the pillows to slightly better advantage. 

‘¢ You'll find him here when youreturn,” heanswered. ‘‘ No 
possible change can take place in him.” 

‘Yes, but there can in my bar,” returned the other sulkily ; 
“‘ somebody will be walking in and helping himself.” 

The Doctor laughed. ‘‘To your whiskey, Raynham! He 
won’t take a second dose. Beside, who’s likely to walk in? 
The boys are gone, and there aren’t many chance customers 
knocking about Black Rock Creek of a night, are there?” 

The man seemed but half persuaded. 

‘‘Well, you can never tell, and 

“* Ah, well, it must be done,” was the impatient interruption ; 
‘“*T wouldn’t ask you if I could go myself, but I can’t. Pat 
Joyce’s wife is dying the other side of the Creek and I must run 
over there. You can take the mare, I'll walk. You'll be back 
_ before I am if you’re quick.” 

As the simplest way to end the argument, the Doctor picked 
up his hat and went out. The Bar-keeper, left alone, stood 
thinking. 

Suddenly his lips parted with an exclamation. 

‘Why the devil didn’t I think of it before,” he muttered ; 
‘“no wonder he’s in such a hurry to have the police here.” 

Taking the dirt-encrusted lantern from the shelf, he bent 
down above the prostrate form upon the bench; but at that 
moment the Doctor’s figure reappeared in the open doorway, 
and the Doctor’s voice cried angrily to him to make haste. 

‘‘Damn him,” growled the man ; ‘‘1 suppose he’ll watch till 
I’m off.” 

He seized an old shawl, which he wrapped about his shoul- 
ders, for the night was cold, and plunged into the darkness. 

It was well for man and beast that the Doctor’s mare knew 
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every hole and boulder of the ill-laid road, for the Bar-keeper 
rode hard through the black night. 

‘“Gentleman Jock,” ex-financier, ex-miner, ex-jockey, ex- 
dead-beat, who now served the Doctor in the mixed capacity of 
medical assistant, groom, and cook, remarked upon the ill-con- 
cealed impatience with which he paced the verandah while the 
simple prescription of quinine and brandy, ventured upon by the 
bewildered Doctor, was being prepared, and was irritated by the 
same. . | 

‘Tt won't kill him, and it won’t cure him,” he grunted as he 
rammed the cork down. ‘‘One would fancy you were a young 
woman with your baby sick for the first time in its life.” 

‘“‘T’ve took an interest in him,” answered the Bar-keeper, 
dryly, as, pocketing the bottle, he flung himself back into the 
saddle. 

‘‘ Well, I guess he aint worth breaking the mare’s neck over, 
whoever he may be, though your own mayn’t much matter,” 
shouted Gentleman Jock after him, as in response to a vicious 
cut, the animal dashed down the steep incline. A long experi- 
ence of both had given Gentleman Jock a higher opinion of 
horses than of men. He objected to the nobler animal being 
sacrificed to the exigencies of the less. 

A hundred yards from his own door, the Bar-keeper pulled 
up and dismounted. Throwing the bridle over his arm, he 
moved cautiously forward till close to the door of the hut, 
then paused and listened. No sound came from within. A 
feeble ray of light stole from,the chink beneath the door, and 
struggled half-way across the road. The Bar-keeper raised his 
head. The troubled panting of the horse, the whispering of the 
Pines, were the only sounds that reached him. Fastening the 
mare, he raised the latch noiselessly, and peered in. A stranger 
watching him from the shadow of the pines beyond, would have 
taken him for a thief rather than for a man crossing his own 
threshold. | 

The sick man lay on the bench between the high-backed 
chairs and the wall. The Bar-keeper could hear his steady 
breathing. It sounded easier and more regular. Closing the 
door behind him, he drew the bolt across softly, and, taking the 
lantern in his hand, crept up and passed its light backwards and 
forwards above the closed eyes. 

The examination seemed to satisfy him, for, replacing the 
- Jantern on the table, he returned, and, moving the chairs out of 
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his way, felt round the sick man’s waist for the leathern belt 
that during the last half hour had been ceaselessly pirouetting 
and twirling in devilish dances before his eager eyes. 

As his hands touched it, however, he paused.  Hastily 
crossing to the window he drew carefully the tattered curtains 
over every inch of pane, then resumed with feverish haste his 
task. The sick man lay heavily, and it was necessary to move 
him to draw the belt away. Once a smothered sound escaped 
his lips, as if, in spite of the unconsciousness of lis body, some 
watchful corner of his brain were protesting against the robbery. 
The Bar-keeper waited with the sweat upon his hands and face, 
expecting the white eyelids to open, but no movement followed, 
and with a little more manceuvring, the belt fell heavily to the 
floor and lay coiled about the Bar-keeper’s feet. 

He picked it up, and, taking it to the table, examined it by 
the dim light of the lantern. From every pocket as he opened 
it there poured forth gold. It made a glittering pile upon the 
rude table. The Bar-keeper’s hands caressed it lovingly, linger- 
ingly. The yellow light from the lantern close to his cheek 
showed a gaping mouth wreathed round with fatuous smiles. 
In his utterly bestial excitement the saliva trickled down un- 
heeded from his mouth on to the table. 

Suddenly from the shadows behind him arose a hoarse, 
croaking cry as of some inarticulate thing struggling for a 
voice. The coins in his hand fell with a rattle on the floor and 
rolled away, and the cry crept round him again freezing his face 
into terror. 

Slowly he turned his head to see a figure with two claw-like 
hands stretched out against him, to hear a voice he thought at 
first came from the dead, crying, ‘‘ Mine, mine.” 

He remained spell-bound to his chair, and the figure tottered 
forward step by step, till with one out-thrust arm it touched his 
glittering heap. 

The action roused the Bar-keeper from his stupor. Witha 
snarl as of an angry animal he flung himself upon the weak 
swaying thing. Seizing the shawl he had hastily unwrapped 
from his shoulders, he held it pressed against the sick man’s 
face, stifling the thin cries. Slowly he forced him back to the 
bench still holding the shawl tight pressed about his head, till 
the feeble struggles ceased and the long arms fell listless to the 
floor. Then the Bar-keeper unwound the shawl and looked at 
the dead face. “ 
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To hide the belt and gold, to replace the body naturally upon 
the bench was his next care. This done, he drew back the cur- 
tains from the window, and opening the door leant ee against 
it waiting. 

He had completed his labour none too soon, for ag he threw 
away the match that lighted his cigar the sound of footsteps 
reached him, and the figures of the Doctor and the Inspector 
drew away from the gloom and became distinct. 

The cna aes was the first to speak. 

‘‘ Dead,” he said curtly, as the Doctor stepped into the frame- 
work of the door. 

‘* Dead ! already ?” 

‘*T found him dead when I got back ; I enOuE DE ’t warn’t the 
thing to leave him.” 

The Doctor made no reply, but passed straight over to where 
the dead man lay. The Inspector closed the door. 

. The Doctor seemed strangely interested in his case, and it 
was some minutes before he spoke. Then he said quietly,— 

‘‘This man never died. He has been murdered.” 

‘It’s a lie!” cried the Bar-keeper. ‘‘I tell you he was dead 
when I got back.” 

‘*I tell you,” repeated the Doctor quietly, ‘he has been mur-.: 
dered—poisoned.” 

He took a glass from the shelf above the dead man’s head— 
‘Poisoned with henbane. His whole body stinks of it. Why, — 
there’s enough left in the glass to have killed a dozen men.” 

And the Bar-keeper stood staring from the Doctor to the 
Inspector; and-the Inspector, who was an officer of wide 
experience, said to himself, ‘‘ This man knows nothing of it, 
anyhow.” | 


. CHAPTER II. 
By EpeEN PHILLPOTTS. 
ILLUSTRATED BY JAMES GREIG. 


The Bar-keeper was the first to speak. He saw Fate had 
played into his hand and felt that the least he could do was 
to score the trick at once. Sohespoke politely to the Inspector. 

‘¢T reckon it’s one of two things, ’Spec. Either there came 
along somebody and done this devil’s job while I was fetchin 
the poor toad his physic; or else he done it himself. You see 
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the shelf’s within reach of his ’and. And if he woke up torn 
with thirst, and got his paw on a glass with liquid in it, maybe, » 
in his mazed state, he’d a’ sopped it up and never stopped to 
think.” | 

‘¢What’s the action of this ’ere stuff, Doctor?” asked the 
Inspector, not paying much attention to Raynham. 

‘‘ Depends on how much he was given-—” 

‘‘Or took,” suggested Raynham. ‘‘ Maybe, Doctor Millett,” 
he continued, ‘‘ you'll haul him over now, poor devil, and me an’ 
Spec ’ll bear witness of what you find. All that’s known ’pears 
to be that the cove come by coach, that he told the driver to 
drop him by Flying Fox Corner, and that two hours later he was 
found insensible not a hundred yards from where he got off the 
coach by Jenkins’ Claim.” | 

Doctor Millett had already begun to assist Inspector Mark. 
They removed the dead man’s coat and waistcoat and, as they 
did so, from the pocket of the former dropped a letter. This the 
Doctor took to the light and read, while Inspector Mark con- 
tinued to strip the corpse. 

‘‘Listen,” said Millett presently, after reading the com- 
munication. ‘‘ Here’s a mighty strange story. Blest if we ain’t 
up to our necks in the tidiest mystery that ever made men 
scratch their heads in Black Rock Creek. Listen to this.” And 
he read the following communication :— 


‘“ Dear Ned, you’d better watch it pretty sharp and keep 
your weather eye lifting, for young Peterkin hasn't panned out 
after all. In fact the cuss is on his damned legs again and 
hopping round lively as a grig. Of course he don’t know what 
you’re playing at—not yet. But Sally’s hardly to be trusted. 
Half a word from her and he’d be on your track like a blood- 
hound. Get rid of the stone at all costs. The dibs is your own 
and mine—you can just shovel them into the bank when you get 
to Sydney ; but the stone’s different. You'll have to take that 
to Europe. He looks at the quartz in the case and doesn’t see 
the difference. But any day the cat may be out of the bag. 

‘“* Yours, 
ee 


‘Not much light in that, I’m thinking,” commented Millett. 
‘‘ Here’s one glimmer of light, maybe, and only one,” said 
Inspector Mark. ‘Look at this, ’Twas round his neck,” 
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He showed them a little bag made of soft chamois leather 


. with areceptacle of about an inchin depth. It was hung upon a 


very delicate gold chain, next his skin; and it was empty. The 
Inspector said, ‘‘That’s about all I find. There ain’t no big 
hunk of money as that letter alludes to, but there’s a gold pencil- 
case in the waistcoat pocket, and a pipe and baccy and a few 
stray shillings and some cards done up in a bit of paper. The 
cards has ‘The Honble. Ralph Peterkin’ on ’em.” 

‘‘And yet if the letter is to be believed, this is one Ned or 
Edward; the envelope is addressed certainly to the Honble. 
Ralph Peterkin. Moreover the letter is a month old.” 

Doctor Millett turned to look at the dead man. He had 
been handsome in life and, whether blue-blooded or not, certainly 
showed an almost patrician cast of features. 

‘‘Shall you want to cut the cove up, Doctor?” asked 
Inspector Mark calmly. 

‘‘T think not. There is no need. But, of course, an official 
inquiry must be held. It is a difficult matter. We find him first 
insensible. Then he is left here by himself about an hour or 
more 7 

‘* More,” said the Bar-keeper. 

‘‘More. And Raynham comes back and finds him poisoned. 
You see, Raynham, a good deal depends on you. Mark must 
decide as to whether you’re to be locked up or not. You say he 
was dead when you came back. I don’t doubt it, but the law’s 
bound to doubt everybody in a fix like this. It’s clear this man 
‘was personating some chap called Ralph Peterkin. It’s also 
clear, from the letter, that he had money of his own and a 
- diamond or some precious stone stolen from somebody else. 
But neither gold nor diamond are on him now, though we can 
guess he had a diamond or something in that chamois feather 
bag.” 

‘* We can’t say as he ’ad them things on him when he come 
to my bar,” declared Raynham. 

‘* No—so far as the diamond was concerned. But I’ll swear 
he wore a heavy belt, for I felt it when I lifted him and put my 
arm round him. Where’s that belt? Who took it off?” asked 
the Doctor. 

‘‘It’s a mighty eaniple; sure enough. Ill have to search the 
bar anyhow, Raynham,” said Mark. ‘And I’ll ask you to help 
me if it’s all the same to you. There’s a missing belt—see? 
Well, if I don’t find that here it proves you honest anyway.” 





THE MYSTERY OF BLACK ROCK CREEK. 311 


‘‘Or “else deéper than we think you,” said Doctor Millett 
calmly. He did not trust Mr. Raynham far. 

Raynham ‘scowled, but felt pretty comfortable and triumph- 
ant. He had hidden the belt and its contents under the floor 
of the room in ‘which they stood. The rough board was nailed 
back in its place. Twenty detectives would hardly have pulled 
up the floor planking. 

~ Look in welcome, and Ill ’elp with all my ’eart,” said 
the Bar-keeper. ‘‘ But if you-asks me, I reckon belt and gold 
and diamond’s all’ a-making tracks and leaving more space 
“twixt them and this poor clay every minute of the night. It’s 
twelve now. Him as%broke in while I was away might be. 
twenty mile off by this if he had a tidy horse.” 

Inspector Mark made a thorough search by lantern light, but 
nothing rewarded it until its conclusion. Then he returned to 
the room in which the déad man lay. 

‘“We’ve found nothing, Doc.,” he said to Millett, who was 
still bending over the corpse. 

‘*But I have, Mark. I was wrong. Henbane never killed 
this man. See, it is the bottle of the stuff that fell and broke 
and saturated his coat and shirt. The bottle was knocked from 
the shelf. It might have been by one of the rats that swarm 
here. The glass is dry at the rim and sides. It has not been 
moved. The henbane in it was poured out long ago. Why did 
not you mention that, Raynham ?”’ 

**T didn’t think of it. I poured the stuff out, as you say, and 
soaked cheese in it for them same rats.”’ | 

‘Well, it was not poison killed this man. An autopsy will 
be necessary now. I shall... .” 

He was interrupted in a manner very startling. Mark, still 
pursuing his search, had reached a tall cupboard at one corner - 
of the room in which they were assembled. He threw it open 
and started violently back as he did so, for within it stood a 
woman—a pale, wild-eyed creature dressed in black—a stranger 
to them all. 

‘* Who in God’s name are you, and how did you get here ?”’ 
asked Raynham, who first found his tongue. 

‘I can explain if you will listen,” she answered. ‘‘I came : 
by the coach which prolent this unhappy man to-day. My 
name is Sarah. Peterkin.” : 
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CHAPTER III. 
By E. F. BENSON. 
ILLUSTRATED BY A. S. Boyp. 


Sarah Peterkin paused dramatically for a moment on the 
threshold of the high dark cupboard. She had not played 
leading lady in melodramatic tragedy on the boards of third- 
rate provincial theatres for nothing. Unexpected entrances 
into rooms where strangers were wrangling over dead bodies 
were in fact her forte, and had earned her the title of ‘‘ the 
diviner Sarah” from more than one ingenious admirer. 

The pause reached its artistic climax, and Sarah spoke 
again. 

‘* [ll be stepping down,” she said. 

The Inspector extended a somewhat grimy hand, and Sarah 
descended into the room. 

‘‘It was mighty stuffy in there,” she said, ‘‘and I'll take a 
drink.” 

Certainly the divine Sarah was in no hurry. She moved 
leisurely over to the bar and Raynham poured her out a glass of 
the maligned whiskey. Whether the fact that Raynham had 
not offered the Doctor any led to that gentleman’s disparaging 
remark about it, or whether the divine Sarah’s taste was less 
educated than his is doubtful ; itis, however, perfectly certain that 
she drank it with gusto. It is alsocertain that she said a couple 
of words to Raynham as he qualified it for her, that a smile of 
intelligence crossed his usually unilluminated face, and that he 
nodded to her. | | 

The Doctor threw a rug over the half-naked body, and waited 
patiently for the divine Sarah to finish her refection. That lady 
wiped her mouth with an exceedingly tidy lace-edged handker- 
chief, and turned to the company. 

‘‘ Who stands treat?” she remarked. 

The Doctor. and Inspector made a show of feeling in their 
pockets, but Raynham interrupted. 

‘‘ The loss is the bank’s,” he said. 

Sarah crossed the room and seated herself on the end of 
the bench where the corpse lay. The others felt that she was 
mistress of the situation, and waited for her to develop it. 

‘‘Seems to me,” she said, denuding herself, figuratively 
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speaking, of the burden, ‘‘ that we’d just better have a talk over 
this matter. If this gentleman—indicating the Inspector—would 
assume the part of High Jury, the witnesses—which is chiefly 
me—will lay the case before him. The Judge 

The Doctor was considered a humorist of the first water by 
the higher circles in Black Rock Creek, and he decided to make 
a joke. 

‘Our ee friend here will be the judge,” said he, point- 
ing to the corpse. 

Sarah did not laugh, but gave him a look out of the third 
act of ‘* La Tosca.” 

‘‘ Exactly,” she said. ‘‘ Ned shall be the judge.” 3 

There was a pause, and Sarah shifted her seat slightly and 
looked straight at the Doctor. 

‘“The Honourable Edward Peterkin has taken his seat,” she 
remarked. ‘‘ The trial will now be commencing.” 

For the second time that evening a gleam of intelligence shot 
across Raynham’s face, but, ashamed of exhibiting such weak- 
ness, he instantly repressed it. 

Sarah, who seemed to be doubling the parts of witness and 
judge, in the indisposition of the latter, turned and addressed 
the jury, who was sitting cross-legged on a two-legged stool, 
and balancing it with much accuracy. 

‘‘1’m the wife of the judge’s brother,” she said, ‘‘and my 
name is the Honourable Sarah Peterkin, usually known as 
Sally. He married me last July, and as times were bad | 
remained behind in Dunkeld followin’ the histrionic profession, 
and he went up to Broken Hill. He an’ his brother—the 
Honourable Edward Peterkin, whom the jury sees his lordship 
before him—had a claim together. There was another woman 
up there, and I guess Ralph, that’s my husband, felt lonesome 
without me, so he took up with her, which proceedin’ was in 
bad taste.” 

The Doctor here interpolated a remark. 

‘‘ Dam’ bad taste,” he said. 

‘‘You’ve not seen the other woman,” remarked Sarah, ‘‘so_ 
not knowin’ you can’t say. Then Ralph and Ned between them 
' got hold of Black Jack.” . 

‘Who was Black Jack?” demanded the jury. | 

‘‘ Black Jack was a big diamond, comin’ from up country, 
being white by nature. Ned and Ralph quarrelled over Black. 
Jack, and what between Black Jack and the other woman, there 
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was, you may Say, bad blood between them, as Ned said Ralph 

-was a married man, an’ ought to know better, whereas he was 
untrammelled, an’ was lookin’ out for a wife himself. An’ so they 
parted, Ned having got hold of Black Jack by fair means or 
foul—knowin’ Ned well, I should say foul—and_ Ralph followed 
him down to Pankels: swearin’ and ragin’ round. Then he lost 
sight of him, an’ here Ned lies. An’ the question before the 
jury is who killed Ned, and where’s Black Jack? I’ve been in 
that black bathing machine in the corner an hour or more, and kin 
form a guess or two about it. An’ now the other witnesses will 
say what they know. Also there was a belt of dibs round Ned’s 
waist. That’s a matter of less importance, there bein’ only a 
hundred or so of them, and Black Jack was worth fifty of these 
belts. Black Jack, I may say, was on Ned when he was brought 
into this house.” 

‘‘ How do you know ?”’ asked the jury. 

‘“’*Cause I saw it.” 

The humorous Doctor found it hard to break himself of a 
habit which had become inveterate. | 

‘Them as sees believes,” he remarked, jocosely. 

The divine Sarah favoured him with another look. 

_ ‘*Give your evidence,” she said, ‘‘ an’ don’t scatter insper- 
sions over others. Wait till the jury an’ the judge has had an 
opportunity of scatterin’ inspersions over your remarks.” 

The Doctor spat thoughtfully on the floor. 

‘‘T was coming up from Jenkins’ claim this eveniae ” he 
said, ‘‘ and was told there was a man lyin’ here deadly sick. | 
saw him, and sent Raynham to my house with a prescription, 
while I went to see another case over the creek. I came back 
here, with the jury, and found the corpse lying dead. Rayn- 
ham had already returned and was alone in the house.”’ 

Sarah looked impartially at all the witnesses in turn. 

‘“ You forget the lady in the cupboard,” she said. 

The Doctor disregarded the interruption, and went on. 

‘*] have since learned*there was a lady in the cupboard,” he 
said. ‘‘ The corpse had a belt on when I left the house, and the 
belt was missing when I came back. The lady assures me also 
that he had a diamond on him when he was brought here, and 
that also is missing now. And that,” he remarked gaily, ‘‘ closes 
the case for the prosecution.” 

‘For the defence,” said the divine Sarah. 

‘‘ How do you make out that ?” asked the last witness. 
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Sarah stood up. 

“*You’ve given ‘your defence very well,” she said, ‘‘ but it’s a 
little incomplete in detail. The third witness, Mr. Raynham, 
will now give his evidence, which no doubt will supply some 
little deficiencies in yours, an’ I shall have ne pleasure of 
collaboratin’ him.” , 

‘‘ Corroborate,” suggested the jury, eaudeey: 

‘‘ Corroborate or collaborate, it’s all one,” said Sarah. 

But before Mr. Raynham had time to get on his feet the door 
opened, and the divine Sarah emitted a sound which partook of 
the nature of a gurgle, a scream, and a gasp, and which if she 
had produced it on the stage would have made her ingenious 
admirers think her even diviner than ever. | 


CHAPTER IV. 
By F. FRANKFORT MOoRE. 
ILLUSTRATED BY SYDNEY COWELL. 


The door had opened slowly. It remained ajar for the 
few seconds during which that singularly complex vocal effort 
was made by the woman, and then it closed quickly. But 
Sarah’s eyes continued glaring at the roughly-planed boards that 
constituted the panels of the door. She glared, then gave a 
gasp—such a glare and such a gasp would have made her fortune 
on the boards of those theatres in England which make a speciality 
of those potent elements of histrionic art, the glare and the gasp. 
Then she staggered back a step or two, and in another instant 
she had snatched the covering from the face of the corpse. She 
bent her face down to that face—the Inspector could not at that 
moment have said which of the two was the more ghastly— 
scrutinising it eagerly. Still keeping her eyes fixed upon the 
eyes that stared glassily up from the bench to the rough beams of 
the roof, she put out her arm and felt along the wall until she had 
grasped the tin lantern with the guttefing candle inside it—the 
sole illumination of the place. She swung it down to the dead 
face, so that a wave of sickly light SUspEs over the pallid, rigid 
features. 

A crash, and then darkness followed. | 

She had let the lantern fall, and she herself had dropped upon 
the end of the bench, without a cry. 

‘What the blazes!” shouted the Inspector, leaping to his 
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feet and striking a match, which he sheltered from the many 
draughts of the ‘‘shanty” with his capacious hands, while the 
Doctor groped for the lantern and endeavoured to set up the 
candle once more. ‘‘ What the blazes do you mean by dropping 
the glim ?” ; 

‘*‘Isn’t it something like contempt of Court, my lass?” said 
the facetious physician, replacing the freshly-lighted lantern. 

The Bar-keeper said nothing. He shifted a foot or two in 
the direction of the door. 

‘‘Heavens above!” muttered the woman. ‘‘ Oh, heavens 
above! What does this mean?” . 

‘‘That’s just what we want to know, my fine lady,” said the 
Inspector. ‘‘ What did you see at the door?” . 

The three men had been so seated that the door had opened 
upon them, thus preventing them from seeing through the 
entrance. Jhe woman alone had been ina position to see by 
whom the door had been opened. 

‘‘Come, madam,” said the Doctor ; ‘‘ Remember the impor- 
tant official position you occupy—remember what’s due to the 
honourable Court. What the Lord Chancellor did you see at the 
door?” * 

Sarah looked at the speaker, then at the Inspector, and lastly 
at Raynham. 

‘‘ What did I see ?—what did I see? Is that what you ask 
me ?”’ she said. 

‘*That was the inquiry of the Court, madam,” said the 
Doctor, with a very humorous bow. 

*°P il tell you what I saw, though you'll call me a liar,” said 
she. 

‘* Very probably,” remarked the Inspector dryly. 

‘*Qh, no, no; couldn’t think of such unpoliteness,” said the 
Doctor. | 

The Bar-keeper said nothing ; only he got a foot nearer to 
the door. 

‘‘The door opened—you saw it; though, being on the off 
' side, you couldn’t see out,” said she. 

‘‘ That’s true, any way,” acquiesced the Inspector. 

‘‘Inspector Mark couldn’t inspect or mark anything,” said 
the facetious physician. 

‘‘What did you see?”’ cried the Inspector. 

‘‘Him !” cried the woman, starting to her feet and pointing 
to the corpse. ‘‘I saw him at the door.” 
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‘‘The dead man? I reckon that’s a whopper,” said the 
Inspector. ‘‘ He didn’t budge.” | 

‘‘T saw him—him!” cried the woman. “‘ He opened the 
door and stood there fora moment—long enough !—the light 
shone upon his face. He gave me a look—a look that I under- 
stood well—too well—a look that said, ‘Denounce my mur- 
derer! Denounce my murderer!’ I obey that voice. Dick 
Raynham, I denounce you in the presence of witnesses as the 
murderer of this man!” 

She swept round and pointed a melodramatic. finger at the 
Bar-keeper. 

In a second he was pointing something at her—not a finger, 
but the barrel of arevolver. The flash of the light on the steel, 
the sound of the shot, the shriek of the woman, and the crash of 
the bullet into the centre of the tin lantern, occupied but one 
second. The next, the Inspector and the Doctor had fired their 
revolvers on chance in the direction of the door. 

The bullets went into the open air. 

The door was open and Dick Raynham had escaped. 

‘‘Follow him—follow him, if you are men!” yelled the 
woman. ‘‘ You cowards! give me a shootin’ iron and I'll follow 
him myself.”’ 

‘‘Keep your back hair: on,” said the Inspector. ‘‘ The 
troopers will have heard the shootin’, and if we don’t have our 
hands on him in half-an-hour they'll do for him. Come along, 
Doc. He’s sure to make for the gulch.” 

The two men hurried out into the starlit night, the Inspector 
mounting: his horse, which he had hitched outside, and the 
Doctor getting astride his wiry little mare. 

They galloped across the cleared scrub in the direction of the 
notorious Choke-neck Gulch—a wild gully just above Black Rock 
Creek, which had for years constituted a place of refuge for such 
members of the criminal population of the neighbourhood as had 
overstepped the boundary of discretion in some moment of. 
excitement. 

The entrance to the gulch was by a narrow path, and on 
this path the two horsemen pulled up. 

‘sWe’re here a bit ahead of him,” remarked the Inspector. 
‘‘ There’s no way that he could reach here sooner, unless he flew, 
and that’s not Dick’s form.” 

‘“No; he’s a good liar but a bad flyer,” said the humorous 
medico. 
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‘He'll have to fly if he wants to escape our revolvers,” said 
the Inspector. ‘‘He’ll walk into our arms. ‘Eh, what’s that? 
Listen. By the ‘Lord Harry, he has got a horse and is coming 
straight for us! Keep well in cover, ai and we'll cry ‘ Bail 
up! !’ before he can whip out his iron.’ 

This programme was rigidly carried out. The horses were 
backed among the rocks, and each of the men cocked his 
revolver and waited silently, while the sound of galloping hoofs 
became more distinct. In a few minutes the horseman was 
within twenty yards of the entrance, and then the Inspector and 
the Doctor forced their horses out, shouting ‘‘ Bail up! my 
lad!” as they covered the new-comer with their revolvers. 

He threw his horse on its haunches. 

_ Hallo, Inspector, what’s all this ?”’ he cried. 

The man was one of the Inspector’s troopers. 

‘What, Stanley ? Good!” said the Inspector. ‘‘ Man, we 
took you for the fellow we’re in search of.” 

‘‘T heard the shots,” said the trooper, ‘‘ and I guessed that — 
there was something bright going on. I looked in at the saloon 
and saw Raynham.” 

‘‘ Saw whom ?” the Inspector shouted. 

‘‘Raynham. Was it a murder do you think ?” 

‘‘You mean to say that you saw Raynham in the shanty ?” 

‘* Of course I did.”’ 

Without another word the Inspector sent his horse forward 
with a bound. He galloped back to the shanty that passed. by 
the name of the saloon, the other two following him. They all 
dismounted at the open coo the Inspector entenng with his 
revolver in his hand. 

A candle was burning, stuck in the neck of a bottle, and its 
light showed that the place was empty; only along the bench 
the body was lying. 

‘‘“Now where’s the man you said you left here?” the 
Inspector asked of the trooper. 

‘‘Where? Why there, to be sure; where else would he 
be ?”’ said the trooper. | 

He jerked his thumb in the direction of the body on the 
bench. 

‘“‘You’re a fool,” said the Inspector. ‘‘ That’s——— Great 
Lord Harry! What’s this, anyway ?”’ 

He snatched up the bottle and held the light close to the dead 
man’s face. 
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‘Great Lord! great Lord!” he said. 
’It was the Bar-keeper, Dick Raynham, who was lying dead 
on the bench in the very place that had been occupied by the 

man whom he had robbed and murdered. 


CHAPTER V. 
By Barry Pain. . 
ILLUSTRATED BY HERBERT JOHNSON. 


The Doctor examined carefully the body of the dead man. 
The face of the corpse was distort:d and looked horrible in the 
candle-light. 

“ Shot ?” said the Inspector laconically. 

''** No,” replied the Doctor. 

‘Then how?” 

‘‘T can’t say yet. It’s a queer case—looks to me as if he’ d 
died from some shock—from a fright.” 

‘‘Where’s the other corpse?” said the Inspector. ‘‘ And 
where’s the woman? She was a clever ’un that woman was.” 
He took up the candle and walked to the cupboard. It was 
empty. Inreturning to the bench, he stumbled and fell; his 
.foot had caught in a hole in the flooring, a board had been up 
and not replaced.’ ‘See that!” said the Inspector as he re-lit 
the candle. : 

‘“ Yes ; what does it mean ? ” 

‘‘It means that pvo fem. we’ve beendone. That was where 
the bilk was hidden, and I don’t like being done, even p7o dem. 
Stanley, be off, and bring a couple of men to watch here. Then 
when you come back, you and I will go and search for that 
woman inthe gulch. We must get her—she’s at the bottom of 
this. Will you come with us, Doctor?” 

The Doctor shook his head. ‘‘No,” he said. ‘I’ve had 
enough of this, I’m off home.” After a little more talk with the 
Inspector, he mounted his horse and rode off. About a couple 
of hundred yards away he thought that he heard voices in the 
brushwood by the side of the road. He pulled up short. All 
was silent, and he rode on again. | 

Ifhe had pursued his investigations eaves he would have 
found something. He would have found the dead body of Ned 
Peterkin, and on one side of it, seated with her kneés drawn up 
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to her chin, the Hon. Mrs. Ralph Peterkin, and on the other side ~ 
of it, Ralph Peterkin himself. 

. Even in the dim starlight the remarkable likeness which 
Ralph bore to his dead brother was noticeable. He, also, was 
Seated on the ground, and beside him lay a spade, a clasp-knife 
open, and the dead man’s belt. 

‘‘Curious,” said Sarah, in a low voice, ‘‘ that we two should 
be in partnership again.” 

. Husband and wife,” said Ralph, shrugging his shoulders. 
- “You can stow that,” she retorted dryly. | 

“It’s a bond between us,” said the man. ‘‘ You can’t get 
over it. _Why did you send me word that Ned had played me 
false while I was down with the fever, unless it was because you 
were my wife?” 

‘‘T wanted you to get back the stone because of Ida.” 

‘‘What the devil had: she to'do with it? She went off in 
the end with Ned’s pal, Tom Ferris, the same that gave him. 
the tip that I had got the better of the fever, and was likely to 
be Suspicious. Ida ween for Ned; no, and she wasn't for me 
either.”’ : a 

“That's ae but you were both after the woman. You 
quarrelled about her‘as you quarrellcd about what share each 
was to:hold in the diamond. If Ida had been good enough to 
go off with you, I had a notion that you would both. die—to 
prevent any accidents, I would have seen that you both died 
myself. - Well then, I should have been left a widow, and, as I 
thought you should leave your widow properly provided for, I 
was anxious that you should get back the stone. You managed 
your part of the business badly. You made a great noise and 
foamed at the mouth, and did nothing... It was a good idea of 
his to pass himself off as es - You missed the track of him at 
Dunkeld.” , = 

‘‘ Did I?” said the man in a surly voice. 

“Yes, you did, and I took it up. It was your notion, I. 
believe, that I wasn’t going to be on in this act, but I was.. I 
came here by coach expecting to find Ned here; instead of that 
we found him lying in the road by Jenkin’s Claim. I didn’t let 
on that I knew anything about him.. He had been drugged— . 
that was what was the matter with him. Doctor was a fool, 
or he’d. have seen it. When the Doctor took him onto Rayn- 
ham’s I followed at a bit of a distance behind. The Doctor 
and Raynham went out, and I slipped in; I’d notived the chain | 

y- 
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round his neck and guessed he had the diamond there, undoing 
his collar brought him round for a minute and I couldn’t do 


anything.” 
‘You told the Inspector that you’d seen the diamond to- 


night.” 

‘*So I did. And I tell you that I couldn’t do anything. If 
you want to see that stone again you'll take your orders from me, 
tell the truth, and ask no questions. To proceed. Just then 
Raynham came back with the medicine for Ned, and I hid 
myself in the cupboard. Ned seemed to have dropped off again. 
I saw Raynham steal the belt and murder Ned. I saw him 
hide the money where we took it from just now. Then the 
Inspector and the Doctor came in, and found me in the cup- 
board ; you were listening outside and heard all I said then, I 
suppose.” 

The man nodded. 

‘* And you were fool enough to push the door open. I saw 
you, and it scared me. I was afraid they’d take the light and 
look for you; so I dropped it, to create a diversion ; and when 
they’d lit it again, I began a bit of melodramatic business that 
I had seen in the door the ghost of Ned calling on me to de- 
nounce his murderer.”’ 

“Yes, yes. I saw all that,” said Ralph impatiently. ‘‘ Then 
the shootin’ began. The Inspector went off to the gulch.” 

‘‘Vas, he’s a one-idea man, that Inspector. He’s probably 
looking for me there now. Raynham went round to the back 
of his shanty without seeing me and dropped there, waiting. I 
came in then, and we lit the candle.” 

‘‘But why was it that when Raynham came back—to get 
the belt and make off with it, I suppose—and saw me standing 
in the doorway, he just gasped and dropped dead like that?” 

‘‘Simple enough. Raynham drank too much, and his heart 
had gone. He was already scared, and when he saw you he 
thought you were the ghost of the man he had murdered. He 
died of fright.” 

‘‘Why did you leave him there, and make me carry Ned 
here ?”’ 

‘Don’t ask questions. When the dawn comes, you'll know 
—and, if you do as you’re told, you’ll have the diamond back 
.again. To speak more accurately, you'll have a naieshare in 
the diamond.”’ 

‘* That’s not fair.” 
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“‘Very well ; without me you'll get nothing.” : 

‘¢ All right,” said the man, ‘‘I go under—always have.” 

““Now then, I'll put a question to you. Who drugged 
Ned ?” 

‘*Don’t know.” 

‘*That’s a lie. How came you here to-night at all?” 

‘Don’t know. I was tramping about, miscellaneously.” 

‘* That also is a lie.” Sarah smiled sweetly ; she was playing 
the part of the person who, in a difficult situation has the whip- 
hand, and she enjoyed it. ‘‘And,” she added, ‘‘you’d much 
better tell me the truth.” , 

The man pulled out his revolver. ‘‘ Now then, you devil, I'll 
have my turn. Tell me who took that diamond, or I'll blow 
your brains out.” 

Sarah laughed pleasantly. ‘‘ This ain’t an enjoyable world,” 
she said. ‘‘I’d think no more about leaving it than you would 
about puttin’ me out of it. You'll get nothing from me that way. 
If you want a half share in that diamond you will hand me your 
revolver and tell me the truth.” 

The man glared at her sullenly fora minute, and then handed 
her his revolver. ‘‘I lighted by chance,” .he said, ‘‘on Ned’s 
track two nights ago. I daren’t track him in the ordinary way, 
and I got a chap to give him drugged baccy. I was just 
coming up to him when that damned coach picked him up, and 
by the time that I got to Raynham’s shanty, the diamond was 
gone.”’ 

‘*That will do,” said Sarah. ‘‘I’m going to sleep till 
dawn.” | 

‘*T can’t sleep slongade of that,” said Ralph, with a glance 
towards the corpse. ‘‘I’ll dig-a hole and bury him first.” 

‘*No, you won’t. If you can’t sleep you may keep awake. 
It willonly be foran hour. What are you frightened of? Dead 
men do no harm.” 

In the end Peterkin did drop off to sleep. He was waked 
by Sarah touching him on the shoulder. 

‘‘Get up,” she said. ‘‘It’s time to get back the diamond: 
Ned swallowed it when he thought I was going to take it from 
him, and it’s there,” she touched the body with her foot. 

Ralph shuddered, picked up the clasp-knife, and threw it 
down again. 

‘TI can’t do that,” he said. ‘‘I can’t hack open 

‘You fool, don’t talk about it. That’s what makes it worse. 
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flowers, rested upon her ample waist and emptied its contents 
in a ravishing manner over the carpet. But Kirjath had found 
the final result of such glorious enterprises disappointing ; for 
while Mrs. Giddens, his indulgent mistress, was confined to her 
bed, as she was for several days after such an experience as the 
above, he found that he was shamefully neglected by the rest of 
the establishment. Therefore Kirjath, who was, as I say, an 
enlightened monkey, rarely indulged in practical jokes which 
reacted upon his own well-being. 

I do not suppose there ever was a monkey better cared for 
and more affectionately cherished than this fortunate Kirjath 
Jearim. There was no delicacy, beloved of his tribe, that was 
denied to him. He fed upon the fat of the land, for his mistress 
was rich, and, with the exception of the minister of her favourite 
chapel, there was no one upon whom she felt inclined to lavish 
the treasures of her mature affections, save Kirjath Jearim. 
He was the apple of her eye, the joy of her existence. True, 
the apple appeared to be somewhat rotten at the core on 
occasions such as that alluded to above; but little lapses of 
good taste are to be expected, at times, even from the sedatest 
of monkeys, and such-like little eccentricities were soon forgiven 
and forgotten by Mrs. Giddens in her beloved Kirjath. 

But alas! his mistress fell ill and died, and for some few 
days Kirjath was greatly puzzled and offended by the silence in 
the house, and by the neglect with which he was treated by the 
Servants, who scarcely remembered to give him sufficient plain 
food to keep body and soul together. Kirjath was obliged to 
preserve his spirits by indulging in forbidden pranks and 
gymnastics, which were all the sweeter to his soul because 
forbidden. When the mourners came to the house in order to 
fetch away its late proprietress they were shocked and amazed 
to hear a terrific strumming on the grand piano, especially upon 
the bass notes. They all agreed that such conduct in any 
member of the family was most improper at this time of sorrow 
and mourning. It was Kirjath, playing his favourite game in 
_ his loneliness and hunger. 

And hungry and lonely the poor neglected monkey remained 
for several days, until suddenly a bright and beautiful time 
dawned for him. 

This was when Mrs. Giddens’ will was produced. It was 
brought to the next-of-kin by a small solicitor—not her own 
family lawyer—and read. It had been thought hitherto that the 
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too good for him. He was not crossed in any way, lest the 
annoyance should interfere with his digestion ; he was allowed 
to do thunder and earthquakes as much as ever he pleased upon 
the keyboard of the grand piano, upon which a velvet pad had 
been arranged, lest he should hurt himself on the black notes, 
which, as every real musician knows, stick up in a manner 
which is vexatious, if regarded from the point of view of one 
descending upon them from a height. Young Giddens did not 
even protest when Kirjath shied empty cocoanuts at his head 
from the top of the bookcase, and Kirjath was a very good shot. 
Young Giddens did not like it altogether, for cocoanuts, even 
when empty, are not an unmixed pleasure if accurately aimed— 
and Kirjath sometimes aimed very accurately ; but he did not 
choose to say anything for fear of giving offence and indigestion. 

Once a month Giddens and the three lawyers dined together 
in order to see that all was right, and a merry, jovial party they 
were. Kirjath was had in on such occasions to dessert, and 
feasted (on strictly dietarian lines), and petted and made much 
of. Once every six months the Rev. Mr. Spriggins, minister 
of Hezekiah, and a churchwarden, were invited to one of 
these gatherings, in order that they might be assured of the 
welfare and identity of Kirjath Jearim. On such occasions 
Mr. Spriggins closely, if furtively, observed the personal 
appearance of the wealthy ape ; for this good minister—in the 
course of his studies in mankind—had unfortunately formed 
conclusions adverse to the bond fides of his fellow men; he 
mistrusted everyone—even lawyers—and suspected the basest 
designs in every person whom he knew to be interested in the 
well-being of Kirjath, How was he to know—he asked him- 
self—that this monkey was in real truth the monkey he was 
represented to be? Therefore, Mr. Spriggins was suspicious 
and watchful. ° 

Now this watchfulness of Mr. Spriggins made Mr. Grimby 
think very deeply ; it induced young Giddens to meditate also ; 
it even caused the prosperous and somewhat ponderous 
Clapton & Fox to bethink themselves, and a committee meeting 
was held in order to discuss matters. For though, providenti- 
ally, all was well with Kirjath up to now, the reflection that 
matters might at any time take an adverse turn was not a 
pleasant one to all these gentlemen, whose income depended 
upon his welfare. All agreed, however, that there was nothing 
to be done ; Kirjath must be well taken care of; it would not 
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Kirjath Jearim who, pleasant as was his lot, and kind and 
indulgent as his friends were, was, nevertheless, not absolutely 
a free agent with regard to his goings out and ‘his comings 
in, and, for all his wealth and happiness was, in a sense, a 
prisoner—Kirjath one day took advantage of an open door to 
escape into the street. He had not been out for many a long 
day, and the sensation was new and delightful. The water- 
spout offered charming facilities for the morning’s occupation, 
and before the horrified attendants had well discovered the mon- 
key’s absence he was half-way up towards the roof of the house. 

The commotion, when this discovery was made, was tremen- 
dous. Young Giddens rushed out of the house and gazed in 
frenzied excitement at the horrible spectacle—so did Grimby, 
so did every servant and attendant in the place; for all were 
interested in a substantial manner in the safety of that little 
climbing mass of mangy fur and protuberant bones. 

Would he safely reach the roof? Even if he did, what would 
become of him when he got there ? 

It was an awful moment. Not a word was spoken ; strong 
men scarcely dared to breathe for fear; young Giddens wept 
like a woman. Crowds of people joined the up-gazing group 
of frightened friends and made remarks in whispers. 

‘‘’Ee’ll never do it!” murmured somebody. Giddens 
groaned. 

‘‘What’s ’ee stopping for?” asked another awed voice. 
‘* Why don’t ’ee go on?” 

‘«?Fe’ll go on in a shake,” said a third—“‘ let ’im rest !”’ 

Kirjath presently began to mount higher once more, and the 
crowd breathed again. A moment or two later he had gained 
the rain-pipe, and by a supreme effort had dragged himself over 
it in safety. A shout of applause from below greeted the 
success of the courageous climber, and when Kirjath deliberately 
sat down upon a chimney-pot to rest and gazed around him in 
perfectly unconcerned enjoyment of the situation, the delight of 
the spectators reached a pitch which can only be described as 
enthusiastic. = OM 

‘* Dear me,” said a voice, when the shouts of applause had 
died away ; ‘‘isthat our dear Kirjath, Mr. Giddens ? What an 
extremely perilous position for so precious a life!” It was Mr. 
Spriggins. Young Giddens paled, but his emotion was too 
deep for words and he said nothing. Grimby was by, however, 
and he did the talking. 
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as Oh, Kirjath’s all right,” he said, ‘ he’ S often been up there 


before ; I don’t.know what. the people 
are SO excited about ; one would suppose 
he was the first sionkey that ever 
climbed a spout !” 

“Indeed?” said Mr. Spriggins. 
‘*Ah! and how do you get. him down 
again, pray?” 

‘Oh, he gets down all. right,” said 
Grimby ; ‘‘ the same way he came, some- 
times, and at other times down the 

chimney—it’s just as he feels.” 
| ‘¢ Down the »” began Mr. Sprig- 
gins, and paused, for the behaviour of 





Kirjath on the roof arrested his and every one’s 
Apparently the monkey felt, on this 
accasion, like. coming down the chimney, for, 
after walking about inspecting things generally, 
he had ended by climbing upon the top of the 
main chimney stack and was at. this moment in 


attention. 


the act of getting down it, head first. 


For a moment he hung by his tail tothe rim 


of the chimney ; then he dropped. 
An exclamation 
went up from the 
crowd, Grimby rushed 
into .the house, fol- 
lowed by young Gid- | 
dens; the Rev. Mr. 
Spriggins endeavoured 
to accompany the pair, 
but the door was shut 
in his face and knocked. 
his spectacles off. Mr. 
Spriggins kicked atthe 
door .and rang the 
bell ; 





















“STRONG MEN SCARCELY DARED TO BREATHE.’’ 


I am not sure that he did not use a very unclerical ex- 


pression of impatience, but the door continued closed. and the 


vituperative cleric remained outside it. 


Mr. Spriggins continued kicking and ringing, and he was 
still employed in this way, when the’ door opened, and Mr. 


Grimby appeared. 


336 THE IDLER. 


‘‘Dear me!” he said. ‘‘ Mr. Spriggins, is that you ? oer 
thing I can do for you?” 

The minister was somewhat abashed. He said he had come 
to see after Kirjath—‘‘ to help to gather up his remains,” as he 
put it. Mr. Spriggins pushed his way in as though he expected 
that admittance would be refused him. But he was allowed to 
pass unmolested. 

‘‘ His remains ?” repeated Grimby. ‘‘ What do you mean ? 
You're joking !” 

‘Qh, no, I’m not!” said the minister. ‘‘ I want to see that 
monkey, my good man, alive or dead ; and what’s more I zntend 
to see him! I’m a bigger man than you, and-—” 

‘‘Won’t to-morrow do?” said Grimby, insinuatingly ; 
‘‘you’re taking your half-yearly dinner with us then, you 
know !” | 

‘‘ No, sir, it will zo¢ do!” said the minister. ‘‘ I demand to 
be shown that monkey at once.” 

‘©QOh, very well, if you insist upon it,” said Grimby, as he 
escorted the minister forthwith to that apartment which was 
reserved for Kirjath’s own, Here he found young Giddens and 
two servants busily employed with brushes and damp towels, 
removing from the coat of what was apparently the quite un- 
injured Kirjath quantities of soot and dirt with which he appeared 
to be covered. Indeed, so little hurt did the monkey seem to be, 
that as soon as the washing was over it showed signs of activity | 
and delight quite surprising in an animal of its advanced age 
and exalted position. It flew up and down the room, over 
chairs and tables, over the tops of cupboards and gas brackets, 
played tunes all over the piano, rushed up the curtains, and 
eventually took refuge from its persecutors on the very summit 
of the cornice over the window-curtains, where it sat and 
jabbered its opinion of people who worry with warm water — 
brushes. 

‘* Poor old chap!” said Grimby, ‘‘ he hates being washed !” 

‘‘T call that wonderful activity for a monkey of his age!” 
said Spriggins. 

‘‘He always goes on like that when he’s been washed,” 
explained Grimby; ‘‘doesn’t he, Giddens?” Giddens said 
washing invariably refreshed Kirjath in a wonderful way. « 

‘“T should like to see him a bit closer!” said Spriggins. 

‘‘ Well, then, you’d better catch him,” said Giddens. ‘‘ I 
can’t, after he’s had a bath. I never could!” 
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a trace of melancholy in his tone) would be to me a pure, I 
might almost say, an exciting accident.” 


% % * ¥* 


Marriot’s eventful career reminded me of another 
of which I heard when once I was one of the forlorn And tells of a 
Invalids’ Row that occupies the lee side ofan Atlantic genuine case. 
“liner during the first days out. Iwas listening to the 
two men who were tucked up in the deck-chairs next to mine. 
‘‘She must have borne a charmed life,” said the man who was 
not very ill to the man who was. ‘‘ Ah,” responded the other, 
“she was a little lady! Did she shoot Robinson?” ‘‘No,” 
said the first man; ‘‘ he tried to poison her, so she shot one of 
his friends.””» The man who was ill looked drearily at the slated . 
horizon dipping and rising as we rolled. ‘‘Was that Vava- 
sour?” he asked presently, just to keep the conversation alive. 
‘‘T think Vavasour was the man she was out in a small boat 
with when she pulled out the plug and swam ashore,” said his 
friend. ‘‘ That was Jdefore his cousin divorced her. Or was it 
after she had got him seven years for arson?” The other man 
did not reply for a long time, and then he had forgotten. ‘‘ Did 
she—?” he began, and then he went below. I myself didn’t 
care much what became of her—or of me—just then; but a day 
or so later, when I got to know my neighbours, I asked one of 
them concerning the little lady’s subsequent career. ‘‘ Oh, it 
was very odd,” said my interlocutor. ‘‘She died quite by an 
accident—-eating clotted cream.” ‘‘ What?” ‘* Yes; she was 
very fond of it, and swallowed a whole tablespoonful at a gulp 
one day. It made her ill—you understand what I mean?” I 
did perfectly. ‘‘ And she went and broke a blood vessel. She 
was a dandy, she was, I tell you, sir.” 


% % % * 


If anybody desires to realise how faithfully the 
dictionary carries out its mission of darkening know- 
ledge, let him ponder the following definition: 
‘* Accident, an event which proceeds from an unknown 
cause.”’ In only one instance, that I cah think of, is this true. 
It is the case of the man who tells the truth by accident ; for the 
cause of his deviation from strict consistency is certainly 
unknown, either to himself or his startled auditors. The defini- 
tion, however, will not satisfy the gentleman whose legs, in 
‘‘Some wee short hour ayont the twal,” persist in wreathing 
themselves into knots—by no means to their own undoing. The 
thing is an accident, but the cause is not unknown. The mis- 
chance is due, as everybody understands, to salmon. Neither 
will it satisfy the man who, in the rapture of recognising a long- 
lost friend, brings his hand down with a bang upon the ample 

A A 


Bennett Coll thinks 
accidents proceed 
from known causes. 
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back of a total stranger. This is a most deplorable accident ; 
but its cause is to be found in the idiotic resemblance (from the 
rear) between the smitten one and the smiter’s old chum. 
Indeed, it would be easy to multiply such instances to almost 
any extent. All railway accidents, street accidents, accidents at 
sea, grammar accidents, and other casualties may be satisfac- 
torily explained in the same way. 


% + % % 


| The fact is, an accident (if derivation counts for 
And are destined. anything) is an event which falls in your direction— 
nothing more. Not happens to fall, you observe ; 
because the propelling force at the back is Azsmet, whose 
vagaries surprise no philosophic mind. For instance, when you 
take a hand at whist and find thirteen trumps in your posses- 
sion (you ot being the dealer), you know at once that it was 
Kismet who really shuffled the pack. The resulting accident 
may be confidently expected in such a case; and, like the 
trumps, it will surely fall in your direction. The same uncon- 
trollable- impulse will force you to appropriate the pick of the 
umbrellas in the hall—especially if you are in a hurry ; to secure 
the corner seat in a railway carriage which is already occupied 
by a hand-bag ; to turn up ata friend’s house in time for the 
dinner to which you have not been invited, and to see some 
other fellow’s girl home afterwards. All these things are 
accidents, and quite unpremeditated on your part; otherwise 
there would be no use for apologies. But you are not to blame. 
The real culprit is Asset. 


% x % * 


Trace this principle a little further. It is by pure 

He reasons why = accident that I am myself and not somebody else. 
this is so. The same thing is true of you. Suppose that, in 
the old sweethearting days of our respected parents, 

there had been some little coolness which grew into a frost— 

some lover’s tiff which became a quarrel not to be healed—who 
should we be now? Should we be still wandering about space, 
waiting for a suitable body to turn up? You see, it was alla 
toss-up in any case; our very birth was the merest accident in 

the world. And what is the consequence? Why this; THE 
IDLER itself is but the accident of an accident. It was brought 

into being in order that I might air my views in it. The truth 

of this fact is not destroyed by the other fact that there area 

few thousands of other contributors, who can put in the same 

plea. That also is an accident. Azsmet kindly inoculated us 

all with the disease which Cicero calls the scribbling-itch, and 

this is why THE IDLER is calculated to meet a felt want. It is 

true that the editors weep perpetually because they cannot find 
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from the Doyle residence towards the city of London. It is one 
of those smooth, exceedingly green, velvety lawns to be found 
only in England, yet so easy of manufacture, for, as the Oxford 
gardener said to the American visitor, all you have to do is to 
leave the lawn outdoors for five hundred years or so, cutting and 
rolling it frequently, and there you are. Little white hard rubber 
golf balls lay about on the grass like croquet balls that had 
shrunk from exposure to the weather. Mr. Doyle is a golf 
inebriate, and practises on this lawn, landing the balls in a tub 
when he makes the right sort of a hit, and generally breaking a 
window when he doesn’t. 

I put away my note-book and pencil. 

‘‘] have a proposal to make,” I said. ‘‘ You and I have fre- 
quently set the world right and solved all the problems with no 
magazine editor to make us afraid. We have talked in your 
garden and in mine, at your hospitable board and at mine, at 
your club and at mine, on your golf ground and yes, I 
remember now, I haven’t one of my own; now I know your 
views on things pretty well, so I will ‘fake’ an interview, as 
we say in the States.” 

‘* But that wouldn’t be quite fair to the readers of THE IDLER, 
would it?’’ objected Doyle, who is an honest man, and who has 
never had the advantage of a newspaper training. 

** Quite fair, I should think. They would get your opinions 
on thing's, which is the main point. Your opinion and mine are 
always the opposite of each other. All I would have to do 
would be to remember what I thought on any subject, then 
write something entirely different, and I would have Conan Doyle. 
No literary man ever agrees with any other literary man. He 
sometimes pretends to like the books another fellow has written, 
but that is all humbug. He doesn’t in his heart ; he knows he 
could have done them better himself.” : 

‘Qh, you’re all wrong there, all wrong—entirely wrong. 
Now, if I had to choose my critics I would choose my fellow 
workers or school-boys.”’ 

‘‘ Just what I said. You are placing the other authors on a 
level with school-boys ! That is worse than fe 

‘‘ Listen to me. A fellow author knows the difficulties I have 
to contend with ; he appreciates the effect I am trying to attain; 
his criticism, even if severe, would be helpful and intelligent. 

‘© A school-boy, on the other hand, seems to give his verdict 
ona book by intuition, but he rarely makes a mistake. See how 
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the school-boys of the world have made ‘ Treasure Island ’ their 
own. Of course I would not expect an accurate estimate of 
‘Robert Elsmere’ from a school-boy.” 

_ **T suppose an author would hardly like to slate another 
author’s work—publicly. Besides, he would be compelled, as a 
matter of self-protection, to keep up the pretence that there is 
such a thing as literature in England at the present moment. 
But there is Mr. Howells, who has no English axe to grind, and 
he, from the calm, serene, unprejudiced atmosphere of New York, 
frankly admits that literature in England is a thing of the past, 
and that the authors of to-day do not understand even the rudi- 
ments of their business. Of course you agree with him ?” 

‘‘T think there never was atime when there was a better 
promise. There are at least a dozen men and women who have 
made a deep mark and who are still young. No onecan say 
how far they may go. Some of them are sure to develop, for 
the past shows us that fiction is an art which improves up to the 
age of fifty or so. With fuller knowledge of life comes greater 
power in describing it.” 

‘*A dozen! You always were a generous man, Doyle. Who 
are the talented twelve, so that I may cable to Howells ?” 

‘‘ There are more than a dozen. Barrie, Kipling, Mrs. Olive 
Schreiner, Sarah Grand, Miss Harraden, Gilbert Parker, Quiller- 
Couch, Hall Caine, Stanley Weyman, Anthony Hope, Rider 
Haggard, Crockett, Jerome, Zangwill, Clark Russell, George 
Moore—many of them under thirty and few of them much over 
it. There are others of course. These names just happen to 
occur to me.” 

‘You think a man improves up to fifty ? ”’ 

‘* Certainly, if he keeps out of a groove and refuses to do his 
work in a mechanical way. Why, many of the greatest writers 
in our fiction did not begin until after forty. Thackeray was 
about forty. Scott was past forty. Charles Reade and George 
Eliot were as much. Richardson was fifty. To draw life one 
must know it.” 

‘‘ My experience is that when a man is fifty he knows he will 
improve until he is sixty, and when he is sixty he feels that 
improvement will keep right on until he is seventy ; whereas 
when he is twenty he ¢hinks that perhaps he will know more 
when he is thirty, but is not sure. Man is an amusing animal. 
Now I would like an American dozen, if you don’t mind.” 

‘‘] have not read a book for a long time that has stirred me 
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‘‘ James, ! think, has had a great and permanent influence 
upon fiction. His beautiful clear-cut style and ‘his artistic 
restraint must affect everyone who reads him. I’m sure his 
‘Portrait of a Lady’ was an education to me—though one has 
not always the wit to profit by one’s education.” 

‘‘ Yes, James is a writer of whom English people ought to 
be proud. What a pity it is there is no American like him. 
Still, thank goodness, they have William Dean Howells over . 
there. I love Howells so much that I feel sure you must have 
something to say agaist him ; what is it?” | 

‘* I admire his honest earnest work, but I do not admire his 
attitude towards all writers and critics who happen to differ 
from his school. One can like Valdes and Bourget and Miss . 
Austen without throwing stones at Scott and Thackeray and 
Dickens. There is plenty of room has all.” 

‘‘ But there is the question of art.’ 

‘*We talk so much about art that we tend to forget what 
this art was ever invented for. It was to amuse mankind— | 
to help the sick and the dull and the weary. If Scott and _ 
Dickens have done this for millions they have done well by 
their art.” 

‘“You don’t think, then, that the object of all fiction is to | 
draw life as it is?” 

‘Where would Gulliver and Don Quixote and Dante and 
Goethe be if that were so? No; the object of fiction is to . 
interest, and the best fiction is that which interests most. If you 
can interest by drawing life as it is, by all means do so. But - 
there is no reason away you should object to your nga neonn: 
using other means.’ - 

**' You do not approve of the theological rovel, then?” - 

‘¢ Oh, yes, I do, if it is made interesting. I think the age | 
of fiction is coming—the age when religious and social and | 
political changes will all be effected by means of a novelist. 
Look within recent years how much has been done by such | 
books as ‘Looking Backward,’ or ‘Robert Elsmere.’ Every- 
body is educated now, but comparatively few are very educated. 
To get an idea to penetrate to the masses of the people you 
must put fiction round it, like sugar round a pill. No statesman 
and no ecclesiastic will have more influence on public opinion 
than the novelist of the future will have. If he has strong 
convictions he will have wonderful facilities for impressing 
them on others. Still, his first business will always be to 
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bockers, and other things. Under his arm was a pile of books. 
The wind was blowing hard, and as he ran along he held his 
head down to prevent the hat blowing off. But as he was hold- 
ing his head down, he could not see precisely where he was 
running, so he ran into a lamp-post. His hat went off, his 

. School-books distributed themselves along the pavement with a 
sort of happy carelessness. For one second he stood with a look 
of pained surprise on his face, and then proceeded to collect his 
possessions in frantic haste. The faces of everybody in the street 

lit up and brightened ; I myself was glad I had come. Some of 
“ae passers-by managed to laugh walking, but most of them 
stopped so as to get it done more easily. A policeman laughed. 
It was the first time that I had seen a policeman laugh, and it is, 
I believe, the only historical instance. There was still a chance 
that the boy might be in time for school ; gathering his books 
together, and holding his hat on, he dashed off at top speed, 
ran straight into a second lamp-post, and had precisely the same 
accident again. In the second that followed I could see middle- 
aged people making up their minds how they would tell the story 
when they got home. It was the moment of intense, complete 
joy that comes before the burst of helpless and hopeless laughter. 
But in that same second the boy had realised that he could never, 
by any possible chance, be in time for school now; he saw the 
‘beauty of a full acceptance of the situation. Before the laughter 
of us could begin, he himself commenced to laugh—spon- 
taneously and heartily. It spoiled all, We chuckled in a feeble 
and sickly way, and by his laughter the boy had snatched from 
us the entertainment which by his glorious accident he had pro- 
vided. It would not be possible to say, in telling the story, ‘‘ if 
you could only have seen the agonised and bewildered expression 
on that boy’s face.”” And we had all of us intended to say just 
that. He gathered up his hat and books and went on. He was 
late for school, and would be punished for it. He must have 
hurt himself. - He had damaged his books in a way that would 
mean money out of his pocket when he came to sell them at 
the second-hand shop to tide over some financial crisis. But he 
had rescued his dignity, risen superior to the whole street, saved 
himself from being ridiculous by the simple expedient of being 
the first to realise that he really was ridiculous. 


* s % % 


Ever have a caravan accident? Well, during 

“The Gentleman my ten years of cruising as a gentleman gip, I’ve 
Gipsy" speaks. had many a minor mishap, and many a narrow 
shave, but I can safely say I’ve never had a fatal 

. accident. You see my van, ‘‘The Wanderer,” is nearly 20 feet 
long, and 6 ft. 7 in. breadth of beam. Weight, about two 

tons. It takes two big horses to trot her along. I’ve travelled 
across the Grampian Mountains in her and through the 
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wildest passes in Scotland, clambering up hills to which my 
nags had to cling by their cart-chains—apparently. Except in 
the far lone Hielands the roads in Scotland are good, many 
being military. You zig-zag or circumnavigate the mountains, 
whereas even in Durham and Northumberland, the hills not 
being very high, the path goes straight across. Even in 
England, however, you come to ugly descents and pitches 
where you least expect them. Just past Earl Percy’s Castle 
at Alnwick, for example, I nearly came to grief in a ravine. 
The worst hills, on this side the Tweed, I have found in Derby, 
Surrey, some parts of Kent, Lancashire, and the Forest of 
Dean. In the latter they are truly awful! Our route took us 
from Westbury-on-Severn through Cinderford, away to Lydbury 
on the Wye. Our highest recorded hill in England was between 
Staley Bridge and Huddersfield. Four miles to the top, which 
is 1,800 feet above the sea level. Time, two hours and ten 
minutes. We have a powerful brake, lockmg-chain, and skid, 
and a roller, and we need them all. I’ve had my break give 
out on a hill, when no chain or skid was on, and frequently 
my skid has been carried away. 


x % * % 


To get into a ditch with only one wheel, in a 
caravan so large, might mean a week on your beam 
ends. But I always have horses that neither jib nor 
shy, and are not even afraid of a steam roller. Once I 
got nearly thrown over an embankment among the Surrey Hills. 
We were turning a sharp corner when the reins caught in the 
curtain rods and pulled the horses round in a circle. My closest 
shave was in the Grampians, when a horse we met in a dog- 
cart shied and backed against our pole. It was touch and go 
for ten terribly long seconds, our horses plunging, and a ravine 
to the left four hundred feet deep. The horses and van were 
all but over. 


A narrow escape. 


* . * *% % 


I carry a capital road book, and cycling maps 
for every county, and also two revolvers and a New- 
foundland dog. One night a revolver did me good 
service ; I smile now when I remember how coolly 
my little girl handed me down the deadly weapon. Had it 
been an egg-spoon she couldn’t have exhibited greater sang 
froid. ‘Here, pa,” she said, ‘‘the nasty men want shootin’ 
ever so much.” Minor mishaps are of constant occurrence but 
they don’t spoil our enjoyment. If a tire comes off there is 
generally a blacksmith handy; if we smash our lamps _ they 
can be renewed ; and if a carriage runs into us our two-tonner 
doesn’t come to grief, but the other fellow does. Narrow 
country lanes are awkward, especially if we meet a cart of hay 


Minor mishaps. 
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or a load of sticks. We met a magistrate in his carriage once 
in a narrow lane. It was hzs duty to go back, being the 
lightest. He wouldn’t at first, so I ordered the nose-bags to - 
be put on and lay down to read my Shakespeare. I was 
provisioned for a fortnight, so after one hour’s solid swearing 
at me, the magistrate raised the siege. 


% % % % 


Three times have I driven straight through 

Variations in London from Lewisham to Epping Forest. It was 

Paving: the variations in paving that puzzled us most, 

miles of macadam, stretches of broken metal, long 

streets of boulders, and furlongs of slippery wood or greasy 

asphalte. How delightful to get clear away from all this, and 

see the trees nodding green above our heads once more. We 

had two slight accidents near Islington on the same day. In 

the first we crossed the hawse of a tram-car and had our after 

curtains carried away. The tram-drivcr’s remarks were mostly 

interjectional. Soon after a bus drove in sight. Wecame up 

with him hand over hand, and were soon close astern. So close 

that when the beggar suddenly lay to, we ranmmed him. We 

cut the conductor right into his bus. No, he wasn’t killed; he 

emerged almost immediately again, put strange questions to my 

coachman, and said dreadful things to me. But, bar little acci- 
dents, my gipsy life is quite idyllic. 


* * % * 


A new view of things was presented to me the 

Grew takes anew other day by my friend Marriot, in a pause occasioned 
view of things. by the violent collision of our omnibus with a street 
lamp. ‘‘Some people,’ observed Marriot, while 

waiting for the horses to get up off his hat, ‘‘ would call this an 
accident ; but they are the people whose lives begin and con- 
tinue in the ordinary way, and who look on every divagation as 
an accident. But in my case things are reversed. Being,” he 
continued, deprecatingly moulding his hat into shape on the 
top of the lamp, ‘‘ the youngest of a family of fourteen, I cannot 
consider my birth as an act of calculated foresight. My name 
of Edwin is a mistake due to the deafness of the clergyman, for 
I ought to have been called Edward, after my uncle. It was 
the purest chance that my father, whose absent mind could 
seldom distinguish his own children from those of my uncle 
(who lived with us), had me sent to school. And,” Marriot 
added, pensively smoothing his hat on the horse’s mane, ‘I 
only married to avoid a breach of promise case. You will see 
therefore that these little occurrences (he was pinning up the 
rent in his trousers as he spoke) represent to me the ordinary 
course of life, while such a thing as dinner (I fancied there was 
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room for so much talent, but any man who sends up his MS. 
may surely consider himself a contributor—whatever happens. 
The accident occurs when the thing comes back again. Result- 
ing accidents from known causes are the rule and not the 
exception. This is a cheerful reflection for the man who finds 
himself upside-down after planting his foot upon a piece of 
orange peel. It should also solace those who backed the field 
against the last Derby favourite on account of his swollen hock. 
It should be the latest recollection of the anarchical student of 
chemistry before he distributes himself in portable fragments 
around his immediate neighbourhood. And it should teach us 
all to refrain from playing football with lighted paraffin lamps, 
unless we are in favour of cremation. Next, please. 


*K 


a % x 
Well, for my part, as regards accidents, the 
most trivial often make the deepest impression on Baynton Boyle 
one’s memory. In the days when all the world was _ travels. 
young, I ultimately arrived at a certain well-known 
eastern city equally celebrated for the picturesqueness of its 
palaces and the variety of its offensive odours ; in fact, it had 
more than twice the ‘‘ forty-four well-defined and separate 
stinks,” once attributed to the ancient city of Cologne. I was 
young, giddy, and somewhat forlorn, for on the previous even- 
ing I had met the only woman I could ever love. It afterwards 
transpired that she was forty-eight to my eighteen, but the 
impulsiveness of youth is apt to overlook trivial details of this 
kind. The evening was cold, wet, muggy. Just before dinner 
I sat alone in the deserted hotel, ruefully wondering how I was 
to dine by myself in that vast, dimly illuminated room, with its 
little oasis of white table shining out from the darkness. At 
that instant a truculently attired official who seemed to me an 
executioner from out of the ‘‘ Arabian Nights,” entered the 
room, and, with a salaam expressive of Oriental humility, laid 
a letter at my feet, which I was almost afraid to stoop and pick 
up lest it should be a device to enable him to decapitate me with 
convenience and despatch. However, it proved to be an invita- 
tion to dine with the lady I admired and her brother. She said 
that in the East, owing to the ravages of cholera, the prevalence 
of midnight assassination, and a few other little unpleasantnesses 
scarcely worth mentioning, it was not the custom to send out long 
and formal invitations. The note also stated that the party 
would consist of the Armenian Patriarch and a few other distin- 
guished individuals who were ‘‘passing through.” The 
messenger further informed me that the house of my hostess 
was only about three hundred yards away, and then departed 
with my somewhat flurried acceptance of the invitation. 
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On going to my room I found that my dress suit 
And meets with an still survived the vicissitudes of Eastern travel. 
accident. Most of my white ties had lain for a couple of days 
at the bottom of the Tigris, but, fortunately, the box 
was waterproof and they were all right. My dress pumps, with 
pointed toes, retained their immaculate shininess, and nothing 
had marred the splendour of a pair of black silk socks with 
yellow dots. I had confidence in those socks as the one spot 
of Oriental colouring in my costume. Though I could not 
appeal to the distinguished personages I was to meet with a 
display of intellectual brilliancy at one end of me, if we once 
proceeded to the other extremity I was tolerably safe. It was 
a miserably dark night ; there was not a light to be seen ; every- 
body had gone to bed, although it was only seven o’clock, in 
order to avoid robbery or assassination. Getting minute in- 
structions as to my route from the hall porter at the entrance, 
I somewhat timorously sallied forth. ‘‘ Keep straight along the 
street,” said the hall porter, ‘‘and cross it about one hundred 
yards lower down. If Allah is with you, you will find a door 
opposite.”’ | . 
x # x 


: Apparently Allah was not with me, for I was © 
Of a distressing unable to find anything in the pitchy darkness, 

nature. and at last determined to cross the narrow 

street and feel along what I took to be a blank 

wall opposite. Carefully tucking up my trousers, I at- 

tempted to cross the street and, at the first step, went up to 

my knees in a deep pool of liquid mud which, as I afterwards 

found, in a fit of zeal and a desire to do honour to the Armenian 

Patriarch, the Municipal authorities had swept up. When I 

emerged from the struggle and gained the other side of the 

street, I was minus one shoe; one sock had departed from me 

for ever ; the other shoe was full of mud; I resembled a dis- 

reputable London crossing-sweeper far more than a man who 

had looks’ forward to dining with the Patriarch. As I leant 

against the wall bitterly bemoaning my fate, my fingers touched 

a bell-handle, a great, barred iron gate swung open, and I found 

myself in a spacious courtyard, brilliantly lit with lanterns and 

thronged with retainers of the different guests, one of whom, 

recognising my plight, insisted on carrying me upstairs on his 

back. Fortunately my hostess’s brother appeared on the scene 

at this moment, and I explained to him my predicament. ‘‘ Ill 

tell you what we'd better do,” he said. ‘‘At this hour 

there’s not another pair of dress shoes to be had for love or 

money. You shoot a little, don’t you?” I admitted I did. 

‘* Very well then,” said he, ‘‘ nothing is easier. We'll just have 

this shoe cleaned, wrap your leg in a bandage, and explain that 

you're a mighty hunter whose leg has been ripped up by a wild 
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boar. I would lend you my own shoes only I haven’t another 
pair here.” With a moral turpitude which did not astonish my 
host in the least, I yielded to his instdious proposal, and was 
carried into the drawing-room with so much state as to attract 
the attention of His Holiness, the Armenian Patriarch, who 
devoted most of his time to making me comfortable and learning 
English at my expense. The unfortunate part of this accident 
was that I was ynable to see much of my hostess, as I dared 
not move about for fear of betraying myself, and she was so 
surrounded by guests that it was impossible for her to be con- 
scious of my presence. It was the longest and dullest evening 
I had ever passed; but I was amply repaid for it by the look of 
amazement on the Armenian Patriarch’s face when he met me 
gaily walking down the same street two days afterwards. ‘‘ You 
English are a wonderful nation,” he said ; ‘‘ even the smallest of 
you are Rustems.”’ 


* * * + 


Accidents, when you come to think of them, are Gribble philoso- 
very remarkable things. For accidents alone among _phises on acci- 
the multifarious phenomena of human life are able gents. - 
to trample on the law of averages, and set the 
doctrine of chances in defiance. In this way. Fatal cases of 
accident are rare, far fewer than, for example, fatal cases of 
influenza. Yet, on the other hand, you hardly ever meet a 
man who has not, at least once in his life, found himself in a 
position in which it would have seemed reasonable to lay odds 
upon his death. That is to say—to keep up the sporting 
phraseology—a vast majority of the human race have, in this 
one department of life, never failed to win a wager, in which | 
the odds were at least ten to one against them. 


* ¥ * * 


The singularity of the circumstances struck me with illustrations 
very forcibly one day when a number of men were from his friends’ 
telling stories of adventures in the smoking-room of accidents. 

a certain club of which Iam a member. Every man 

in that room was, by profession, a man of peace. Yet, by the 
law of averages to which I have just referred, at least 
ninety per cent. of them ought to have been long since in 
their graves. One gentleman had been chased by a French mob 
in Villette, and had only been saved by the chance—obviously a 
remote one—that he was able to run faster than the fleetest of 
his pursuers. Another had slithered down an ice-slope in the 
Alps, and only avoided tumbling over a precipice by the 
accident—even more remote—of cannoning against a bit of 
rock that happened to be sticking up in the middle of it. A 
third had even been prevented by the sudden death of a relative 
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from sailing for America in a vessel which was lost with all 
hands. A fourth would have been drowned if he had not been 
a better swimmer than ggg men out of 1,000. A fifth had been 
obliged to fight a duel, and been hit on the lobe of the left ear. 
What had happened to the others I have forgotten ; but they 
had all been through adventures which ought, by the law of 
averages, to have been fatal ; and they all survived to talk about 
these adventures in the smoking-room. This is certainly a 
remarkable phenomena. It is none the less remarkable because 
it never fails to repeat itself in any company in which the 
subject of accidents is started. 


* * % % 


There is a temptation, when listening to such 
And his own. stories, to make some allowance for the desire of 
the victims of the accidents to shine in conversa- 
tion. My ownexperience, however, forbids me to do anything 
of the kind. In the ordinary affairs of life I am no more lucky 
than my neighbours. I have never won a prize in a lottery, 
or drawn a possible share inasweepstake. Yet, in the matter of 
accidents I have, through no virtue of my own, more than once got 
the better of the odds. On one occasion I walked, in perfect 
ignorance, across a quicksand. At the moment when [I tra- 
versed it, of course, it was not a quicksand; but it became a 
quicksand, as I was subsequently informed at my hotel at 
Burch-sur-Mer, about ten minutes after I left it to come home 
to dinner. On another occasion an Italian rufhan, who had 
robbed me, stood over me, with the muzzle of a loaded gun 
pointed at the pit of my stomach. Why he neglected to pull 
the trigger I cannot, to this hour, understand. The murder 
would never, in all human probability, have been discovered, 
whereas, if he let me go, he ran a great risk of being caught 
and sent to prison for twenty years. 


% * * % 


Those were two of my accidents. The other two 
were tumbles in the Alps. On each of these occasions I 
slipped while going down a steep slope. On each 
occasion I scraped much of the skin off my hands in 
trying to stop myself; and on each occasion I managed to pull 
up just on the verge of a drop of about fifty feet. It seems to 
me, looking back upon the matter calmly, that the odds must 
have been about 10 to 1 against the single, or 100 to I against 
the double event.. These are heavy odds, but they are the 
merest bagatelle to the odds that have been pulled off by many 
other men I know. I can only infer that, by some subtle decrees 
of Providence, the laws of nature, and the doctrine of chances, 
are in abeyance where accidents are concerned. 


Especially his own. 
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character, or to the promulgation of religious and moral fads, 
has been relegated, on this side of the Atlantic at least, to 
women writers. Our masculine story-writers, Kipling, and 
Doyle, and Weyman, and Quiller-Couch, and the rest of them, 
can draw character as skilfully as the best of the men of the 
analytic school, but they can also invent incidents in limitless 
profusion ; and when we sit down to read their books we know 
that our cheeks are to be fanned by the strong, fresh breeze of 
adventure, and not sallowed by the wearisome toil and profitless - 
trouble of the spiritual dissecting room. ‘To Dr. Doyle, more 
than to any other man, we owe this return to honest story- 
telling, and in future years, when we have rediscovered Marryat 
and Cooper, and when even the women have ceased to write 
bad theology and to discuss their more obscure emotions, the 
public will raise a monument to Conan Doyle as the reviver of 
the British novel. 


% % ¥% ; * 


Is there any reader of THE IDLER who has forgotten the de- 
lightful composite photographs which appeared in several of the 
earlier numbers of the magazine? I remember one especially, 
which was compounded of Mr. Gladstone, Lord Salisbury, Mr. 
Balfour, and Sir William Harcourt, in which Sir William’s face, 
after the manner of Aaron’s rod, swallowed up all the other 
faces, so that the resulting photograph was merely a portrait of 
Sir William Harcourt wearing Mr. Gladstone’s shirt collar. 
Why should we not have composite novels as well as composite 
photographs. If we could cut out from half-a-dozen novels the 
best drawn characters of each, and dovetail together incidents 
from all of them, the result would certainly be interesting. For 
example, suppose we eliminate from the Vaulahka that tiresome 
person ‘‘ Tarvin,” with his constant and irritating talk about 
‘the three C’s coming to Topaz,” and substitute in his place 
Stevenson’s ‘‘Captain Nares.” Suppose too, that instead of 
‘‘ Kate,” with her imaginary mission, which she abandons as 
recklessly as she entered upon it, we should take Barrie’s 
‘‘ Egyptian,” and then add, say, ‘‘ Mulvaney,” and ‘‘ Mrs. Hauks- 
bee.” Would not the resulting mixture, if carefully combined, 
be far superior to the Maulahka, the Wrecker, the Little Minister, 
and any one of the Plain Tales from the Hills? Perhaps you will 
Say that this substitution of one character for another is very 
different from the blending process which characterises the 
composite photograph. Very well! Let us blend our char- 
acters. “Would not a combination of ‘‘ less,” ‘‘ Trilby,” and 
‘‘Esther Waters,” give us a type that would be truer to life 
than any one of the portraits of the three young women as 
drawn by their authors ? The combined ‘‘ Tess-Trilby-Esther”’ 
might not be as attractive as either ‘‘ Tess” or ‘‘ Trilby,” nor 
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as worthy of respect as ‘‘ Esther,” but she would certainly be 
more possible than either of them. There are possibilities in the 
idea of composite novels, and the American pirate, whose pro- 
fession has been somewhat interfered with by the international 
copyright law, might grow prosperous once more by manufac- 
turing composite novels, without incurring the penalty of literary 
piracy. 
* # it i 


Mr. Stevenson has, consciously or unconsciously, produced 
a series of composite characters in his 24d Tide. It is an 
extremely attenuated story as far as plot is concerned. Three 
worthless vagabonds conspire to steal a schooner, and after- 
wards to steal a small cargo of pearls. One of them is shot in 
the course of the latter attempt, and thereupon the story ceases 
rather than ends, for strictly speaking it has neither beginning 
nor end. Mr. Stevenson is said to have called it a ‘‘ brutal” 
story. It is certainly a powerful one, perhaps the most powerful 
story that Mr. Stevenson has yet written, but its interest 
consists almost wholly in the four men, whose characters the 
author has painted so vividly. Of these the captain of the 
schooner is simply ‘‘ Captain Wicks,” of the Wvecker, super- 
imposed upon ‘‘ Captain Nares” of the same story, with the 
result that the setlines are a little blurred. Then again the 
mate of the schooner is ‘‘ Carthew,” the mate of the Wrecker, 
softened and weakened, doubtless by the use of a different 
literary ‘‘ developer.” As for the pearl-fisher, the reader feels 
that Mr. Stevenson had not quite made up his mind as to the 
man’s true character, and he is, therefore, somewhat unsatisfac- 
tory. It isin the vicious, murderous little cockney, ‘‘ Huish,” 
that the author has made his greatest success. Nothing could 
be stronger, more subtle, and in every way finer than the portrait 
of this wretch. It may not be an agreeable subject of contem- 
plation, which is probably what Mr. Stevenson had in mind 
when he said that the story was a brutal one, but of its wonder- 
ful power and truth there cannot be the slightest question. 
The £46 Zide reads as if it was written before the Wrecker, 
and thrown aside because there was not enough in it to make a 
coherent and rounded story. After the success of the Wrecker, 
Mr. Stevenson may have been tempted to finish the 44d 7Zide, 
for which the public will certainly be grateful. In spite of its 
slightness of construction, I am inclined to think that it will live 
longer than the Wrecker. Certainly there is nothing in the 
Wrecker that will compare with the portrait of ‘‘ Huish,” and 
we shall remember the little wretch and his death scene Jong 
after those adventurous schooners, the ‘‘ Currency Lass ” and 
the “‘ Norah Creina,”’ with their crews, have sailed over the edge 
of the world into oblivion. 
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The God in the Car, Mr. Anthony Hope’s new novel, is full 
of wit and brilliant epigram. It suggests to us what Lord 
Beaconsfield might.have accomplished had he ceased to waste 
his powers on statesmanship, and become a professional instead 
of an amateur novelist. Mr. Hope’s story is eminently up to 
date. His central figure is the typical pioneer of British 
Colonial Empire in the year 1894. He is the sort of man who 
can organise a company, sell its shares, conquer its territory, 
and rule it as an absolute monarch, under the forms of the 
British Constitution. He is at once a promoter, a soldier, an 
explorer, and a ruler. Mr. Hope’s hero is, moreover, selfish 
and coarse, and hence women fall helplessly in love with him. 
His company is the Car of Juggernaut, and he drives it over 
every obstacle in its way. The merit of the book lies not in 
the plot, which is neither new nor striking, but in the exceedingly | 
clever way in which the character of the hero is drawn. This 
is the first time that this peculiar type of modern Englishman 
has made his appearance in fiction, at least in a leading part, 
and there is not the least room for doubt as to the reception he 
will meet. Moreover, there are half-a-dozen characters in Mr. 
Hope’s portrait gallery, which are painted by a man who can 
both draw and colour. It is true that the people whom one 
meets in the world of flesh and blood do not talk with the 
ceaseless brilliancy of Mr. Hope’s men and women, but it 
would be ungrateful, as well as preposterous, to find fault with 
a novel because the author does not write stupid dialogue. It 
is one of the numerous advantages of Art over Nature that the 
former is permitted to escape the dullness of the latter. Nature 
has her uses, which I conceive to consist chiefly in furnishing 
room for kitchen-gardens, but it is the office of Art to improve 
upon Nature. Faithfully to reproduce the conversation of 
ordinary people bears about the same relation to the art of the 
true novel writer, as pHoteesapny bears to the art of the land- 
scape painter. 


* % * 


The ornamental landscape advertisers complain that the 
railways are shamefully disfiguring the face of nature. Living 
as I do in a suburban town, I have a good deal of sympathy 
with this complaint. No matter in what direction I take my 
walks abroad, I presently come across an ugly railway embank- 
ment, that not only disfigures the beauty of the landscape but 
distracts my attention from the delightful advertisements that 
have been so benevolently placed in every green field and shady 
nook. These advertisements are intended to turn the wearied 
mind from its ordinary channels, and to lift the thoughts up 
from spiritual and unreal things to the useful and ennobling 
contemplation of one’s organs. When I read the advertisement 
of that presumably intoxicating beverage ‘‘ Wazzermatter Tea,” 
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I am filled with pleasant anticipations of the tea that awaits my 
return to my home; and when I note the earnest call of the 
benevolent Cartman to take a box of his large Bronchial Pills, 
I involuntarily meditate upon that sweet and holy theme, my 
bronchial tubes. While I am thus profitably and pleasantly 
employed, suddenly there rushes across the face of the landscape 
a vulgar, prosaic, noisy, railway train. The screech of the 
whistle and the roar of the wheels deafen me, and the cloud of 
dust that follows the passage of the train gets into my eyes, 
and for the moment blurs every advertisement. I no longer 
look forward to tea, for the railway train has awakened in me 
‘ athirst for blood. I cease to contemplate my own organs, and 
am filled with malevolent wishes for the destruction of the entire 
complement of organs belonging to the men who deface the 
landscape with railways. It is, of course, a shameful thing 
that the landscape should be crowded with trees to such an 
extent that there is room only here and there for an advertising 
board, but trees, although they possess none of the interest of 
a well-worded advertisement, are useful when a man wants to 
sit in the shade and smoke in comfort. For the railways, how- 
ever, there is nothing that can be said. It seems as if they 
were deliberately placed within sight of the advertising boards 
for the sole purpose of distracting the attention of the pedestrian 
from the latter. I understand that railway passengers some- 
times complain that the landscape advertisements are ugly and 
- objectionable. If this is not the height of impudence, I should 
like to know where that interesting and proverbial height is 
situated. 
| i x 3 * 


Professional philanthropists are agreed in asserting that the 
Russian Government is the most tyrannical and brutal govern- 
ment on the face of the earth. The continued existence of © 
Count Tolstoi is a sufficient refutation of this libel. Years ago 
Count Tolstoi wrote a novel of such outrageous length that the 
man who, with faculties enfeebled by age, succeeded in reaching 
the last chapter, was never able to remember the first eight or 
ten volumes of the book. Under almost any of the so-called 
Liberal governments a man guilty of writing a novel of the length 
of War and Peace, would have been promptly shut up where he 
could do no more harm, but the Russian Government permitted 
Count Tolstoi to retain not only his liberty but his writing 
materials. Then the Count left the Orthodox Church, and 
invented a new religion, the chief tenet of which seems to be 
that every man must work out his own salvation with a spade. 
Dressed like a peasant he worked in the fields, but he unfortu- 
nately forgot that a peasant does not write books, and so, when 
he laid down the spade at sunset, he took up the devastating 
pen. At one time he writes a romance to illustrate the shameful 
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wickedness of marriage. At another a pamphlet to prove that 
patriotism is a monstrous evil, fostered by wicked monarchs for 
their own selfish purposes. And yet the Gzar bears with Count 
Tolstoi, and never even hints that Siberia is, so to speak, yawn- 
ing for him. This shows that instead of being tyrannical and 
brutal, the Russian Government is miserably mild and weak. 
Now that Count Tolstoi has proved, to his own satisfaction, that 
patriotism is a crime, and that marriage is shameful, he may be 
expected to write other so-called novels to teach us that cow- 
ardice is the noblest of virtues, and that the hypocrisy which 
pretends to revere a garrulous lunatic as the greatest of living 
novelists, is the utmost height to which human virtue can attain. 
I can forgive Count Tolstoi for writing War and Peace, for | find 
the work quite useful when I need a heavy weight with which 
to press photographs, but I cannot forgive the Russian Govern- 
ment for its weakness in not trying the effect of the soft breezes 
and salubrious mines of Siberia in curing Count Tolstoi of his 
baneful habit of writing interminable tracts and calling them 
novels. I should really like to know the object for which, in 
the opinion of the Russian Government, Siberia was created. 


% % _ * % 


Those who wish to know the truth as to what happens at 
Lourdes cannot do better than to read the exhaustive blue book— 
in a yellow cover—which M. Zola has put forth in the guise of a 
romance. The book has now been before the public for more 
than six weeks, and yet no one seems to have noticed that it is, 
to some extent, an argument in support of the ingenious religion 
invented by the late Madame Blavatsky. M. Zola does not 
believe in the supernatural, and of course cannot admit that 
there is anything miraculous in the cures which take place at 
Lourdes. He concedes that people have been cured at Lourdes 
of paralysis, blindness, and various other afflictions, but he 
explains these cures by the perfectly tenable hypothesis that 
diseases due to, or connected with, any disorder of the nervous 
system, may be cured by the influence of the imagination 
upon the nerves. But M. Zola also admits that in many cases 
large open wounds have been instantaneously healed at Lourdes, 
and new sound flesh has instantaneously taken the place of 
diseased tissue. When M. Zola attempts to explain this fact, 
for such he asserts it to be, by suggesting that in many instances 
external wounds are purely nervous in their origin, and hence 
may be healed by an effort of the imagination, he slides insensi- 
bly into the fold of theosophy. Madame Blavatsky taught that 
men can slash themselves with razors, and then cause the most 
horrible gashes instantaneously to heal, by the mere exercise of 
the will power. This is in substance identical with M. Zola’s 
explanation of the healing of wounds at Lourdes. I have the 
greatest respect for M. Zola’s judgment, but if I am to believe 
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that an ulcer in the leg can be instantaneously healed by a bath 
in the water of Lourdes, it seems to me that it would be easier 
to believe the Roman, Catholic explanation of the miracle, than 
to believe the theosophic explanation of it. If I must believe 
either in the Blessed Virgin or Madame Blavatsky I prefer to 
believe in the former. It is certainly strange to find so hardened 
a materialist as M. Zola accepting unconsciously the teaching of 
the High Priestess of Theosophy. 


% * * *% 


If Mr. Hall Caine’s Manxman were a weak book, instead 
of being, as it is, one of the strongest novels of the last decade, 
it would still deserve respectful consideration, because of the 
immense amount of hard‘and careful work which has gone to its 
composition. Only the dullest reader can fail to perceive that 
the writer has conscientiously striven to do his very best, and he 
has reason to be proud of the result. Mr. Caine has done good 
work in his previous novels, but the Manxman is a long step 
upwards. I assume that by this time every reader of THE IDLER 
is familiar with the A/anxman, and as criticism of the book 
would resolve itself into monotonous praise, I shall not attempt 
it. It has left on my mind the impression that the air of the 
Isle of Man is favourable to the abnormal development of the 
conscience. The chief persons of Mr. Caine’s story are bullied 
and victimised by their consciences to an extent that is extremely 
painful. ‘* Philip’s”’ conscience makes him lead a miserable 
life, and finally sacrifice his reputation and his position in the 
world, because he was unintentionally led into betraying the 
confidence of his friend. ‘‘ Kate’s”’ consciences drive her to 
attempt suicide, and ‘‘ Pete’s”” conscience, which was perhaps 
the worse bully of them all, makes him abandon the child he. 
loved in order to please the wife that had been false to him. 
A conscience that is kept under proper control, and made to 
know its place, is a very useful thing, unless, of course, the 
owner is a statesman; but a conscience of the Manx variety 
must be a far more ruinous possession than the proverbial 
white elephant. Had these three people of whom Mr. Caine 
writes so delightfully refused to be slaves to their overbearing 
and unreasonable consciences, they might have been moderately 
happy, instead of unspeakably miserable. If ‘‘ Philip” and 
‘‘ Kate ” had had the courage to defy their consciences, and the 
good sense to forget what was over and done with, all three of 
them might have led happy and useful lives. Instead of so 
doing they must wreck their own lives, and the life. of poor 
unsuspecting Pete, at the dictation of their tyrannical and 
unfeeling consciences. Evidently there is something in the 
Manx air which produces fatty degeneracy of the conscience, 
and as my own conscience is already kept in order with great 
difficulty, I shall keep carefully away from the Isle of Man. 














By A. Conan Dovyte. 
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ITHOUT any figure of speech I feel quite ashamed— 
| really ashamed, when I think of you, Bertie. I send 
you one or two enormously long letters, burdened, as far 
as I can remember them, with all sorts of useless detail. 
Then, in spite of your kindly answers and your sympathy, which 
I have done so little to deserve, I drop you completely for more 
than six months. By this J pen I swear that it will not happen 
again, and this letter may serve to bridge the gap and to bring 
you up to date in my poor affairs, in which, of all outer man- 
kind, you alone take an interest. | 

You remember that when I wrote last I had just come back 
froin visiting the Cullingworths at Avonmouth, and he had 
promised to let me know what steps he took in appeasing his 
creditors. As I expected, I have not had one word from him 
since. But in a roundabout way I did get some news as to what 
happened. From this account, which was second-hand, and 
may have been exaggerated, Cullingworth did exactly what I 
had recommended, and calling all his creditors together he made 
them a long statement as to his position. The good people 
were so touched by the -picture that he drew of a worthy man 
fighting against adversity that several of them wept, and there 
was not only complete unanimity as to letting their bills stand. 
over, but even some talk of a collection then and there to help 
_ Cullingworth on his way. He has, I. understand, left Avon- 
mouth, but no one has any idea what has become of him. 
It is generally supposed that he has gone to England. 
He is a 3trange fellow, but I wish him luck wherever he 
goes. : | 

When I came back, I settled down once more to the routine 
of my father’s practice, holding on there until something may 
turn up. And for six months I have had to wait—a weary six 
months they have been. You see, I cannot ask my father for 
money—or at least I cannot bring myself to take an unnecessary 
penny of his money—for I know how hard a fight it is with 
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him .to-keep the roof.over our heads, and pay for the modest 
- little’-horse and trap which are as necessary to his trade as a 
goose is to a tailor. Foul fare the grasping taxman who 
wrings a couple of guineas from us on the plea that it is a 
luxury! We can just hold on; and I would not have him a 
pound the poorer for me. But you can understand, Bertie, 
that it is humiliating for a man of my age to have to go about 
without any money in my pocket. It affects me in so ‘many 
petty ways. A poor man may do mea kindness, and I have to 
seem mean in his eyes.’ I may want a flower for a girl, and 
must be content to appear ungallanf. Actually, although I am 
still captain ‘of the cricket club, I have, on one excuse or 
another, to get out of playing in the out matches, as I find the 
railway fares too much for me. Even when we play at home I 
have to slink off at lunch-time and have something cheap at the 
confectioner’s, while the others troop away to their half-crown 
spread. I don’t know why I should be ashamed of this, since 
it is no fault of mine, and I hope that I don’t show to any one 
else that I am ashamed of it, but to you, my dear Bertie, I 
don’t mind confessing that it hurts my self-respect terribly. If 
you could scrape down to my inmost core you would find, I 
suspect, that in spite of my rough-and-ready ways I am really 
as sensitive as a girl and as proud as Lucifer. 

I'have often wondered why some of those writing fellows 
don’ t try their-hands’at drawing the inner life of a young man 
just‘from about the age of puberty until he begins to find his 
féet a little. Men are very fond of analysing the feelings of 
their heroines, which they cannot possibly know anything 
dbout, while they have little to say of the inner development of 
their heroes, which is an experience which they have themselves 
undergone. I should like to try it myself, but it would need 
blending with fiction, and I never had a spark of imagination. 
But I have a vivid recollection of what I went through myself. 
At the time I thought—as everybody thinks—that it was a 
unique experience, but since I have heard the confidences of my 
father’s patients I am convinced that it is the common lot. The 
shrinking, horrible shyness, alternating with occasional absurd 
fits of audacity which represent the reaction against it, the 
longing for close friendship, the agonies over imaginary slights, 
the extraordinary sexual doubts, the deadly fears caused 
by non-existent diseases, the vague emotion produced by all 
women, and the half-frightened thrill‘ by particular ones, the 
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sympathy between us. He appears to think that those opinions 
of mine upon religion and politics, which come hot from my 
inmost soul, have been assumed either out of indifference or 
bravado. So I have ceased to talk on vital subjects with him, 
and, though we. affect to ignore it, we both know that there 
is a barrier there. Now, with my mother—ah, but my mother 
must have a paragraph to herself. 

You met her, Bertie! You must remember her sweet face, 
her sensitive mouth, her peering, short-sighted eyes, her 
general suggestion of a plump little hen who is still on the 
alert about her chickens. But you cannot realise all that she 
is to me in our domestic life. Those helpful fingers, that 
sympathetic brain ! Ever since I can remember her she has been 
the quaintest mixture of the housewife and the woman of 
letters, with the high-bred spirited lady as a basis for either 
character. Always a lady, whether she was bargaining with 
the butcher, or breaking in a skittish charwoman, or stirring 
the porridge, which I can see her doing, with the porridge stick 
in one hand, and the other holding her Revue des deux Mondes 
within two inches of her dear nose. That was always her 
favourite reading, and I can never think of her without the 
association of its browny-yellow cover. 

She is a very well-read woman, is the mater ; she keeps up- 
to-date in French literature, as well as in English, and can talk 
by the hour about the Goncourts, and Flaubert, and Gautier. 
Yet she is always hard at work, and how she imbibes all her 
knowledge is a mystery. She reads when she knits, she reads 
when she scrubs, she even reads when she feeds her babies. 
We have a little joke against her, that at an interesting passage 
she deposited a spoonful of rusk and milk into my little sister’s 
ear-hole, the child having turned her head at the critical instant. 
Her hands are worn with work, and yet where is the idle 
woman who has read as much ? 

Then there is her family pride. That is a very vital portion 
of the mother. You know how little I think of such things. 
If the Esquire were to be snipped once and for ever from the 
tail of my name, I should be the lighter for it. But, ma foi! 
(to use her own favourite expletive) it would not do to say this 
to her. On the Packenham side (she is a Packenham), the 
family can boast of some fairly good men—I mean on the direct 
line—but when we get on the side branches, there is not a 
monarch upon earth who does not roost on that huge family 
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‘than that, Bertie. It was quite tight enough for me. I re- 
‘member that I smiled as I stole across the carpet on that insane 
venture. I did not smile again that evening: It makes me hot 
now when I think of it. 
_ Well, I made the most dreadful fool of myself. At first 
the good lady, who (as I think I told you) is very dignified and 
rather reserved, could not believe her senses. Then as the full 
force of my enormity came upon. her, she reared herself up 
until she seemed the tallest- and the coldest woman I had ever 
seen. It was an interview with a refrigerator. She asked me 
what I had ever observed in her conduct which had encouraged 
‘me to subject her to such an outrage. I saw, of course, that 
‘any excuses upon my part would put her on the right tack and 
give poor Laura away, so I stood with my hair bristling and my 
top hat in my hand, presenting, I am sure; a most extra- 
ordinary figure. Indeed, she looked rather funny herself, with 
her palette in one hand, her brush in the other, and the blank 
astonishment on her face. I stammered out something about 
hoping that she did not mind, which made her more angry than 
ever. ‘‘ The only possible excuse for your conduct, sir, is that 
you are under the influence of drink,” said she. ‘‘I need not 
say that we do not require the services of a medical man in that 
condition.” I did not try to disabuse her of the idea, for really 

I could see no better explanation, so I beat a retreat in a very 
demoralised condition. She wrote a letter to my father about 
it in the evening, and the old man was very angry indeed. As 
to the mater, she is as staunch as steel, and quite prepared 
to prove that: poor Mrs. A. was a very deep, designing person, 
who had laid a trap for poor innocent Johnnie. So there has 
been a grand row, and not a soul upon earth has the least idea of 
what it all means, except only yourself as you read this letter. 

’ You can imagine that this has not contributed to make life 
here more pleasant, for my father cannot bring himself to 
forgive me. Of course, I don’t wonder at his anger. I should 
be just the same myself. It does look like a shocking breach 
of professional honour, and a sad disregard of his interests. If 
he knew the truth he would see that it was nothing worse than 
a silly, ill-timed peyen joke. However, he never shall know the 
truth. eee | 

And now there is some chance of my getting something to 
do.’ We‘had a letter to-night from Christie and Howden, the 
writers to the Signet, saying that they desire an interview with 
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me in view of a possible appointment.. ‘We can’t imagine what 
it means, but I am full of hopes. I go: to-morrow morning to 
see them, and I shall let you know the result. : 
Good-bye, my dear Bertie. Your life flows in a steady 
stream, and mine in a broken torrent. Yet I would have every 
detail of what happens to you. ae 





IV. , 

OES not ‘lunacy strike you, Bertie, as being a very eerie 
thing ? It isa disease of the soul. To think that you may 

‘have a man of noble mind, full of every lofty aspiration, and 
that a gross physical cause, such as the fall of a spicule of 
bone from the inner table of his skull on to the surface of the 
membrane which covers his brain, may have the ultimate effect 
of turning him into an obscene creature with every bestial attri- 
bute! That a man’s individuality should swing round from pole 
to pole, and yet that one life should contain these two contra- 
dictory personalities—is it not a wondrous thing ? 
I ask myself where is the man, the very, very inmost essence 

of the man? See how much you may subtract frem him without 
touching it. It does not lie in the limbs which serve him as 
tools, nor in the apparatus by which he is to digest, nor in that 
by which he is to inhale oxygen. All these are mere acces- 
sories, the slaves of the lord within.. Where, then, is he? He 
does not lie in the features which are to express his emotions, 
nor in the eyes and ears, which can be dispensed with by the 
blind and deaf. Nor is he in the bony framework which is the 
rack over which Nature hangs her veil of flesh. In none of 
these things lies the essence of the man. And now what is 
Jeft? An arched, whitish, putty-like mass, some fifty-odd 
ounces in weight, with a number of white filaments hanging 
‘down from it, looking not unlike the medusz which float in 
our summer seas. But these filaments only serve to conduct 
nerve force to muscles and to organs which serve secondary 
purposes. They may themselves therefore be disregarded. 
Nor can we stop here in our elimination. This central mass of 
nervous matter may be pared down on all sides before we seem 
to get at the very seat of the soul. Suicides have shot away 
the front lobes: of the brain, and have lived to ‘repent it. 
Surgeons have cut down upon it and have removed sections. 
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Much of it is merely for the purpose of furnishing the springs of 
motion, and much for the reception of impressions. All this 
may be put aside as we search for the physical seat of what we 
call the soul—the spiritual part of the man. And what is left 
then? A little blob of matter, a handful of nervous dough, a 
few ounces of tissue, but there—somewhere there—lurks’ that 
impalpable seed to which the rest of our frame is but the pod. 
The old philosophers who put the soul in the pineal gland were 
not right, but, after all, they were uncommonly near the mark. 

You'll find my physiology even worse than my theology, 
Bertie. I have a way of telling stories backwards to you, 
which is natural enough when you consider that I always sit 
down to write under the influence of the last impressions which 
have come upon me. All this talk about the soul and the brain 
arises simply from the fact that I have been spending the last 
few weeks with a lunatic. And how this came about I will tell 
you as clearly as I can. 

You remember that in my last I explained to you how restive 
I had been getting at home, and how my idiotic mistake had 
annoyed my father, and had made my position here very uncom- 
fortable. Then I mentioned, I think, that I had received a 
letter from Christie & Howden, the lawyers. Well, I brushed 
up my Sunday hat, and my mother stood ‘on a chair and landed 
me twice on the ear with a clothes brush, under the impression 
that she was making the collar of my overcoat look more present- 
able. With which accolade out I sallied into the world, the dear 
soul standing on the steps peering after me and waving me success. 

Well, I was in considerable trepidation when I reached the 
office, for I am a much more nervous person than any of my 
friends will ever credit me with being. However, I was shown 
in at once to Mr. James Christie, a wiry, sharp, thin-lipped kind 
of man, with an abrupt manner, and that sort of Scotch pre- 
cision of speech which gives the impression of clearness of 
thought behind it. 

‘*T understand from Professor Maxwell that you have been 
looking about for an opening, Mr. Munro,” said he. Maxwell 
had said that he would give me a hand if he could, but you 
remember that he had a reputation for giving such promises 
rather easily. I speak of a man as I find him, and to me he has 
been an excellent friend. 

‘*T should be very happy to hear of any opening,” said I. 

‘*Of your medical qualifications there is no need to speak,” 
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he went on, running his eyes all over me in the most ques- 
tioning way. ‘‘ Your Bachelorship of Medicine will answer for 
that. But Professor Maxwell thought you peculiarly fitted for 
this vacancy for physical reasons. May I ask you what your 
weight is?” | 

‘‘ Fourteen stone.” . 

‘* And you stand, I should judge, about six feet high?” 

‘‘ Precisely.” 

‘* Accustomed, too, as I gather, to muscular exercise of every 
kind. Well, there can be no question that you are the very 
man for the post, and I shall be very happy to recommend you 
to Lord Saltire.” 

‘* You forget,” said I, ‘‘that I have not yet heard what the 
position is, or the terms which you offer.” 

He began to laugh at that. ‘‘It was a little precipitate on 
my part,” said he, ‘‘but I do not think that we are likely to 
quarrel as to position or terms. You may have heard, perhaps, 
of the sad misfortune of our client, Lord Saltire? Not? To 
put it briefly then, his son, the Hon. James Derwent, the heir to 
the estates and the only child, has been struck down by the sun, 
while fishing without his hat, last July. His mind has never 
recovered from the shock, and he has been ever since in a 
chronic state of moody sullenness, which breaks every now and 
then into violent mania. His father will not allow him to be 
removed from Rathtully Castle, and it is his desire that a 
medical man should stay there in constant attendance upon his 
son. Your physical strength would of course be very useful in 
restraining those violent attacks of which I have spoken. The 
remuneration will be twelve pounds a month, and you would be 
required to take over your duties to-morrow.” 

I walked home, my dear Bertie, with a bounding heart, and 
the pavement like cotton-wool under my feet. I found just 
eightpence in my pocket, and I spent the whole of it on a 
really good cigar with which to celebrate the occasion. Old 
Cullingworth has always had a very high opinion of lunatics for 
beginners. ‘‘Get a lunatic, my boy! Geta lunatic!” he used 
tosay. Then it was not only the situation, but the fine con- 
nection that it opened up. I seemed to see exactly what would 
happen. There would be illness in the family, Lord Saltire 
himself, perhaps, or his wife. There would be no time to send 
for advice, I would be consulted. I would gain their confidence 
and become their family attendant. They would recommend 
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me to their wealthy friends. It was all as clear as possible. I 
was debating before I reached home whether it be worth my 
while to give up a lucrative country practice in order to take ue 
Professorship which might be offered me. 

My father took the news philosophically enough, with: some 
rather sardonic remark about my patient and me being well 
qualified to keep each other company. But to my mother it 
was a flash of joy, followed by a thunderclap of consternation. 
I had only three under-shirts ; the best of my linen had gone to 
Belfast to be refronted and recuffed ; the nightgowns were not 
marked yet ; there were a dozen of those domestic difficulties of 
which the mere male never thinks. <A dreadful vision of Lady 
Saltire looking over my things and finding the heel out of one of 
my socks overwhelmed my mother. Out we trudged together, 
and before evening her soul was at rest, and I had mortgaged in 
advance my first month’s salary. She was great, as we walked 
home, upon the grand people into whose service I was to enter. 
‘‘ As a matter of fact, my dear,” said she, ‘‘ they are in a sense 
relations of yours. You are very closely allied to the Percies, 
and the Saltires have Percy blood in them also. They are only 
a cadet branch, and you are close upon the main line ; but still, 
it is not for us to deny the connection.” She brought a cold 
sweat out upon me by suggesting that she should make things 
easy by. writing to Lord Saltire and explaining our. respective 
positions. Several times during the evening I heard her 
murmur complacently that they were only the cadet branch. 

Am I not the slowest of story-tellers? But you encourage 
me to it by your sympathetic interest in details. However, I 
shall move along a little faster now. Next morning I was off 
to Rathtully, which, as you know, is in the north of Perthsh. -e. 
It stands three miles from the station, a great grey-pinnacled 
house, with two towers cocking out above the fir-woods, like 
a hare’s ears from a tussock of grass. As we drove up to the 
door I felt pretty solemn, not at all as the main line should do 
when it condescends to visit the cadet branch. Into the hall, 
as I entered, came a grave, learned-looking man, with whom, 
in my nervousness, I was about to shake hands cordially. 
Fortunately he forestalled the impending embrace by explaining 
that he was the butler. He showed me into a small study, 
where everything stank of varnish and morocco leather, there 
to await the great man. He proved, when he came, to be a 
much less formidable figure than his retainer; indeed, I felt 
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corridor. Near the door was seated a footman, placed there to 
fill up the gap between two doctors, and looking considerably 
relieved at my advent. Over by the window (which was fur- 
nished with a wooden guard, like that of a nursery), sat a tall, 
yellow-haired, yellow-bearded young man, who raised a pair of 
startled blue eyes as we entered. He was turning over ths 
pages of a bound copy of the ‘‘ Illustrated London News.” 

‘¢ James,” said Lord Saltire, ‘‘ this is Dr. Stark Munro, who 
has come to look after you.” : 

My patient mumbled something in his beard which seemed 
to me suspiciously like ‘‘ Damn Dr. Stark Munro!” The peer 
evidently thought the same, for he led me aside by the 
elbow. ; | 
‘**T don’t know whether you have been told that James is a 
little rough in his ways at present,” said he; ‘‘his whole nature 
has deteriorated very much since this calamity came upon him. 
You must not be offended by anything he may say or do.” 

‘* Not in the least,” said I. 

‘*There is a taint of this sort upon my wife’s side,” whis- 
pered the little lord, ‘‘her uncle’s symptoms were identical. 
Dr. Peterson says that the sunstroke was only the determining 
cause. The predisposition was already there. I may tell you 
that the footman will always be in the next room, so that you 
can call him if you need his assistance.” 

Well, it ended by lord and lacquey moving off, and leaving 
me with my patient. I thought that I would lose no time in 
establishing a kindly relation with him, so I drew a chair over 
to his sofa and began to ask him a few questions about his 
health and habits. Nota word could I get out of him in reply. 
He sat as sullen as a mule, with a kind of sneer about his hand- 
some face which showed me very well that he had heard every- _ 
thing. I tried this way and tried that, but nota syllable could ~ 
I get from him, so at last I turned from him and began to look 
over some illustrated papers on the table. He doesn’t read, it 
seems, and will do nothing but look at pictures. Well, I was 
sitting like this with my back half turned, when you can 
imagine my surprise to feel something plucking’ gently at me, . 
and to see a great brown hand trying to slip’ its way into my | 
coat pocket. I caught at the wrist and turned swiftly round, | 
but too late to prevent my handkerchief being whisked out and 
concealed behind the Hon. James Derwent, who sat grinning at. 
me like a mischievous monkey. 
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the beginning of this letter. What a marvellous thing it is! 
This man, from all I can learn of him, has suddenly swung 
clean over from one extreme of character to the other. Every 
plus has in an instant become a minus. He’s another man but 
in the same case. I am told that he used to be (only a few 
months ago, mind you) most fastidious in dress and speech. 
‘Now he i isa foul-tongued rough ! ! “He had a nice taste in litera- 
ture. Now he stares at you if you speak of Shakespeare. 
Queerest of all, he used to be a very high-and-dry Tory in his 
opinions. He is fond now of airing ‘the most democratic views, 
and in a needlessly offensive way. When I did get on terms 
with him at last, I found that there was nothing on which he 
could be drawn on to talk so soon as on politics. In substance 
I am bound to say that I think his new views are probably 
saner than his old ones, but the insanity lies in his sudden 
reasonless change and in his violent blurts of speech. 

It was some weeks, however, before I gained his confidence 
so far as to be able to hold a real conversation with him. " For 
a long time he was very sullen and suspicious, resenting the 
constant watch which I kept upon him. This could not be 
relaxed, for he was full of: the most apish tricks. One day he 
got hold of my tobacco., pouch, and stuffed two ounces of my 
tobacco down the long barrel of an Eastern gun | which hangs 
on the wall. He jammed it all down with the ramrod, and I was 
never able to get it up. again. Another time he threw an earthen- 
ware spittoon through the window, and would have. sent the 
clock after it had-I- not ‘prevented: him, Every day. I take him 
for a two-hours’ constitutional, save when it rains, and then we 
walk religiously for the same ‘space. up and down the room. 
Heh ! but it was a deadly, dreary kind of life. 

I was supposed. to have my eye. upon him all day, with a two- 
hour interval every afternoon, and an. evening to myself upon 
Fridays. But then, what was, ‘the, ‘use “of: ‘an evening’ to myself 
when there was no town near, and-I- had: no friends whom I 
could visit. I did a. fair amount. of. reading, for Lord Saltire let 
me have the run of his library. Gibbon gave me a couple of 
enchanting weeks. You know, the effect-that he produces. You 
seem to. be. serenely floating upon a cloud, and looking down 
.on all these pigmy armies and navies, with a wise mentor ever 
at your side to whisper. to you, the inner meaning of all that 
majestic panorama. If I had the. choice, Bertie, | had rather 
be the author of those eight volumes. than of Shakespeare’ s plays. 
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‘his wife. She looked as if a glass of good wine would do her 
good, and he as if he would be the better for abstinence ; and 
so, in accordance with the usual lopsidedness of life; he drank 
freely and she took nothing but lime-juice and water. You 
cannot imagine a more ignorant) intolerant, narrow-minded 
woman than she. If she had only been content to be silent and 
hidden that small brain of hers, it would not have mattered, but 
there was no end to her bitter and exasperating clacking. What 
was she, after all, but a thin pipe for conveying disease from one 
‘generation to another. She was bounded by insanity upon the 
north and upon the south. I resolutely set myself to avoid all 
argument with her, but she knew, with her woman’s instinct, 
that we were as far apart as the poles, and so she took a plea- 
sure in waving the red flag before me. One day she was 
waxing eloquent as to the crime of a minister of an Episcopal 
church performing any service in a Dissenting chapel. I sup- 
pose my eyes were less under control than my renee for she 
suddenly turned upon me with :— 

‘*T see that you don’t agree with me, Dr. Munro.” 

I replied quietly that I did not, and tried to change the con- 
versation, but she was not to be shaken off. 

‘Why not, may I ask ?”’ 

I explained that in my opinion the tendency of the age was to 
break down those ridiculous doctrinal points which are. SO use- 
less, and which have for so long set people by the ears. | 
added that I hoped the time was soon coming when good men 
of all creeds would throw this lumber overboard, and join hands 
together. ; 

She half rose, almost speechless with indignation. © 

‘‘T presume,” said she, ‘‘that you are one of those ‘people 
who would separate the Church from the State. ‘ 

— & Most certainly,” I answered. 

She stood erect in a kind of cold fury, and swept out of the 
room. Jimmy began to chuckle, and his father looked per: 
plexed. 

‘*T am sorry that my opinions are offensive to Lady Saltire,” 
I remarked. | 

‘‘ Yes, yes, it’s a pity, a pity,” said he. ‘ Well, well, we 
must say what we think, but it’s a pity you think it—a very 
Breet pity.” 

I quite expected to get my dismissal over r this business, and, 
indeed, indirectly, I may sav that I did so. From that day 
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Lady Saltire was as rude to me as she could well be, and never 
lost an opportunity of making attacks upon what she imagined | 
to be my opinions. Of these I never took the slightest notice, 
but at last on an evil day she went for me point-blank, so that - 
there was no getting away from her. It was just at the end 
of lunch, when the footman had left the room. She had been 
talking about Lord Saltire’s going up to London to vote upon: 
some question in the House of Lords. 

‘Perhaps, Dr. Munro,” said she, turning acidly upon me, 
“‘that is also an institution which has not been fortunate enough 
‘to win your approval ?” : 
It is a question, Lady Saltire, which I would much prefer 
‘not to discuss,” I answered. | 

‘‘Oh, you might just as well have the courage of your con- © 
‘victions,” said she. ‘‘ Since you desire to despoil the National | 
‘Church, it is natural enough that you should wish also to break | 
up the Constitution. I have heard that an Atheist is ae: | 
a red Republican.” | 

Lord Saltire rose, wishing, I have no doubt, to put an end to. 
the conversation. Jimmy and I rose also, and suddenly I saw ' 
that instead of moving towards the door he was going to his . 
mother. Knowing his little tricks, I passed my hand under his 
arm, and tried to steer him away. She none it, however, and , 
interfered. : 

‘‘ Did you wish to speak to me, James ?”’ 

‘*]T want to whisper in your ear, mother.” 

‘‘ Pray don’t excite yourself, sir,” said I, again attempting | to 
detain him. Lady Saltire arched her aristocratic eyebrows. 

£*T think, Dr. Munro, that you push your authority rather far 
when you venture to interfere between a mother and her son,” 
said she. ‘‘ What was it, my poor, dear boy?” 

Jimmy bent down and whispered something in her ear. The 
blood rushed into her pale face, and she sprang from him as if he 
had struck her. Jimmy began to snigger. 5 

‘This is your doing, Dr. Munro,” she cried pansy: “You: 
have corrupted my son’s mind, and encouraged him to insult his 
mother.” | 

**My dear! my dear!” said her husband soothingly, ana 
I quietly led the recalcitrant Jimmy upstairs. I asked him what 
it was that he had said to his mother, but got nothing but 
chuckles in reply. 

s J] had a presentiment that I should hear more of the matter, | 
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little difficult sometimes to reason with a lady. However, I 
have no doubt that all may be smoothed over if you would see 
Lady Saltire, and assure her that she has misunderstood your 
views upon this point, and that you are personally a supporter 
of a Hereditary Chamber.”’ 

It put me in a tight corner, Bertie ; but my mind was instantly 
made up. From the first word I had read my dismissal in every 
uneasy glance of his little eyes. 

‘‘T am afraid,” said I, ‘‘ that that is rather further than I am 
prepared to go. I think that since there has been for some 
weeks a certain friction between Lady Saltire and myself, it 
would, perhaps, be as well that I should resign the post 
which I hold in your household. I shall be happy, however, 
to remain here until you have found someone to take over my 
duties.” — . 

‘Well, I am sorry it has come to this, and yet it may be that 
you are right,” said he, with an expression of relief; ‘‘as to 
James, there need be no difficulty about that, for Dr. Patterson 
could come in to-morrow morning.” 

‘‘ Then to-morrow morning let it be,” I answered. 

**'Very good, Dr. Munro. I will see that you have your cheque 
before you go.” | | 

So there was the end of all my fine dreams about aristocratic 
practices, and wonderful introductions. I believe the only 
person in the whole house who regretted me was Jimmy, who 
was quite downcast at the news. His grief, however, did not 
prevent him from brushing my new top-hat the wrong way on 
the morning that I left. I did not notice it until I reached the 
station, and a most undignified object I must have looked when 

‘I took my departure. | 

So ends the history of a failure. I am, as you know, an 
absolute fatalist, and do not believe that such a thing as chance 
exists, so 1 am bound to think that this experience was given to 
me for some end. It was a preliminary canter for the big race, 
perhaps. My mother was disappointed, but tried to show it as 
little as possible. My father was a little sardonic over the 
matter. I fear that the gap between us widens. By the way, 
an extraordinary card arrived from Cullingworth during my 
absence. ‘‘ You are my man,” said he; ‘‘mind that I am to 
have you when I want you.” There was no date and no 
address, but the postmark was Bradfield, in the north of 
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knows the true story of every man that has come to New France 
from first to last. So, because I have a taste for tales, and 
gave him some, he told me of the Baron of Beaugard and that 
time he took the right of the seigneur, and the end of it 
all. 4 

‘Of course it was a hundred and fifty years ago, when 
Bigot was Intendant—ah, what a rascal was that Bigot, robber 
and deceiver! He never stood by a friend, and never fought 
fair a foe—so the Abbé said. Well, Beaugard was no longer 
young. He had built the Manor House, he had put up his 
gallows, he had his vassals, he had been made a lord, he had 
quarrelled with Bigot and had conquered, but at great cost ; 
for Bigot had such power, and the Governor had trouble enough 
to care for himself against Bigot, though he was Beaugard’s 
friend. | . 

‘‘ Well, there was a good lump of a fellow who had been a 
soldier, and he picked out a girl in the Seigneury of Beaugard 
to make his wife. It is said the girl herself was not set for the 
man, for she was of finer stuff than the peasants around her, 
and showed it... But her father and mother had a dozen other: 
children, and what was the girl, this Falise, to do? She said 
yes to the man, the time was fixed for the marriage, and it came 
along. ; , 

. So, At the very hour of the wedding Beaugard came by, 
for the Church was in mending, and he had given leave it should 
be in his own chapel. Well, he rode by just as the bride was 
coming out with the man—Garoche. When he saw Falise he 
gave a whistle, then spoke in his throat, reined up his horse, 
and got down. He fastened his eyes on the girl’s. A strange 
look passed between them—he had never seen her before, but 
she had seen him often, and when he was gone, had helped 
the housekeeper with his rooms. She had carried away with 
her a stray glove of his. Of course it sounds droll, and they 
said of her when all came out it was wicked ; but evil is accord- 
ing to a man’s own heart, and the girl had hid this glove as 
she hid whatever was in her soul—hid it even from the 
priest. ... | — 

‘‘ Bien, the Baron looked and she looked, and he took off 
his hat, stepped forward, and kissed her on the cheek. She 
turned pale as a ghost, and her eyes took on the colour that her 
cheeks lost. When he stepped back he looked close at the 
husband, ‘What is your name?’ he said. ‘Garoche, Monsieur 
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le Baron,’ was the reply. ‘Garoche! Garoche!’ he said, eyeing 


him up and down. ‘You have been a soldier?’ ‘Yes, Mon- 
sieur le Baron?’ ‘You have served with me?’ ‘Against 
you, Monsieur le Baron... . when Bigot came fighting.’ 


‘Better against me than for me,’ said the Baron speaking to 
himself, though he had so strong a voice that what he said 
could be heard by those near him—that is, those who were. 
tall, for he was six and a half feet, with legs and shoulders like 
a bull. _ - 7 

‘‘He stooped and stroked the head of his hound for a 
moment, and all the people stood and watched him, wondering 
what next. At last he said: ‘And what part played you in 
that siege, Garoche?’ Garoche looked troubled, but answered : 
‘It was in the way of duty, Monsieur le Baron—I with five 
others captured the relief-party sent from your cousin the- 
Seigneur of Vadrome.’ ‘Oh,’ said the Baron looking sharply, 
‘you were in that, were you? Then you know what happened 
to the young Marmette?’ Garoche trembled a little, but drew 
himself up and said: ‘Monsieur le Baron, he tried to kill the 
Intendant—there was no other way.’ ‘What part played you 
in ¢hat, Garoche?’ Some gasped, for they knew the truth, 
and they feared the wild temper of the Baron. ‘I ordered the 
firing-party, Monsieur le Baron,’ he answered. 

‘* The Seigneur’s eyes got fierce and his face hardened, but 
he stooped and drew the ears of the hound through his hand 
softly. ‘Marmette was my cousin’s son, and had lived with me,’ 
he said; ‘A brave lad, and he had a nice hatred of vileness—else 
he had not died.’ A strange smile played on his lips for a moment, 
then he looked at Falise steadily. Who can tell what was 
working in his mind? ‘ War is war,’ he went on, ‘and Bigot 
was your master, Garoche ; but the man pays for his master’s 
sins this way or that. Yet I would not have it different, no, not: 
a jot.’ Then he turned round to the crowd, raised his hat to the 
Curé, who stood on the chapel steps, once more looked steadily 
at Falise, and said: ‘ You shall all come to the Manor House, 
and have your feastings there, and we will drink to the home- 
coming of the fairest woman in my seigneury. Your company 
also, Monsieur le Curé,’ he said, as he saw the priest gazing at 
him, and with that he turned round, bowed to Falise, put on his. 
hat, caught the bridle through his arm, and led his horse,to the 
Manor House, the big hound following. 

* . This was inthe afternoon. Of course, whether they wished 
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or not, Garoche and Falise could not refuse, and the people 
were glad enough, for they would have a free hand at meat and 
wine, the Baron being bountiful of table. And it was as they 
guessed, for though the time was so short, the people at Beau- 
gard soon had the tables heavy with food and drink. It was 
just at the time of candle-lighting the Baron came in, and gave 
a toast. ‘To the dwellers in Eden to-night,’ he said—‘ Eden 
against the time of the Angel and the Sword.’ I do.not think that 
any except the Curé and the woman understood, and she, maybe, | 
only because a woman feels a thing, and knows -from that, even 
when her brain does not. .After they had done shouting to his 
toast, he said a good-night to all, and they began to leave, the 
Curé among the first to go, with a troubled look in his face. He 
could not have prevented what came after, and so he held his 
peace. Then, too, he had been with the Baron before the feast- 
ing, and’what passed between them who can tell ? 

‘* As the people left, the Baron eae to Garoche and F alise,' 
‘A moment with me before you go.’ The woman started, for 
she thought of one thing, and Garoche started, for he thought of 
another—the siege of Beaugard and the killing of young Mar- 
mette. But they followed the Seigneur to his chamber. Coming 
in he shut the door onthem. Then he turned to Garoche. ‘ You | 
will accept the roof and bed of Beaugard to-night, my man,’ he 
said, ‘and come to me here at nine to-morrow morning.’ Garoche 
stared hard for aninstant. ‘Stay here,’ he said, ‘ Falise and me 
stay here in the manor, Monsieur le Baron!’ ‘ Here, even here, 
Garoche ; so good-night to you,’ said the Baron. ‘ Garoche 
turned towards the girl. ‘Then come, Falise,’ he said, and 
reached out his hand. ‘Your room shall be shown you at once,’ 
the Seigneur added softly, ‘the lady’s at her pleasure.’ 

‘‘ Then a cry burst. from Garoche, and he sprang forward, 
but the Baron waved him back. ‘Stand off,’ he said, ‘and let 
the lady choose between us.’ ‘She is my wife,’ said Garoche. 
“I am your Seigneur,’ said the other. ‘ And there is more than 
that,’ he went on; ‘fot damn me, she is too. fine stuff for you, 
and the Church shall untie what she has tied to-day.’ At that 
Falise fainted, and the Baron caught her as she fell. He laid her 
on a couch, keeping an eye on Garoche the while. ‘Loose her 
gown,’ he said, ‘while I get brandy.’ Then he turned to a cup- 
board, poured liquor, and came over. Garoche had her dress 
open at the neck and bosom, and was staring at something on 
her breast. The Baron saw also, stooped, with a strange sound 
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in his throat, and picked it up. ‘My glove,’ he said. ‘And on 
her wedding day! Here is its mate, fished this morning from 
my hunting coats, a pair the Governor gave me. You see, man, 
you see her choice.’ 

‘At that he stooped and put some brandy to her lips. 
Garoche drew back sick and numb, and did nothing, only stared. | 
Falise came to herself soon, and when she felt her dress. open, 
gave acry. Garoche could have killed her then, when he saw 
her shudder from him, as if afraid, over towards the Baron, who 
held the glove in his hand, and said: ‘ Vozla, Garoche, you had 
better go. In the next room they will tell you where to sleep. 
To-morrow, as I said, you will meet me here. We shall have 
things tosay, you and J.’ Ah, that Baron, he had a droll mind, 
but in truth he loved the woman, as you shall see. 

‘‘Garoche got up without a word, went to the door and 
opened it, the eyes of the Baron and the woman following him, 
for there was a devil in his eye. In the other room there were 
men waiting, and he was taken to a chamber: and_ locked in. 
You can guess what that night must have been to him—ouz 
alors. 

“What was it to the Baron and Falise?” . 

‘‘ Monsieur, what do you think ?. Beaugard had: never had: 
an-eye for women ; loving his hounds, fighting, quarrelling, doing: 
_wild strong things. So, all at once he was face to face with a. 
woman who has the look of love in her. face, who, was young, 
rich, and fine of body, so the Abbé said, and was walking to 
marriage, at her. father’s. will, and against her own, carrying his. 
glove. in her bosom. What should he do? But no, ah, no, 
Monsieur, not as you think, not quite. Wild, with the bit in his: 
teeth, yes ; but at heart—well, here was the one woman for him, 
he knew it all in a minute, and he would have her once and for. 
all, and till death should come their way. And so he said_to her: 
as he raised her, she drawing back afraid, her heart hungering for 
him, yet fear in her eyes, and her fingers trembling as she softly 
pushed him from her. You see, she did not know quite. what 
was in his heart. She was the daughter of a tenant vassal, who 
had lived i in the family of a, grand seigneur in, her youth, the 
friend of his child—that was all, and that was where she got her 
manners and her mind. 

‘She got on her feet and said: ‘Monsieur le Baron, you 
will let me go—to my husband. I cannot stay here. Oh, you 
are great, you are noble, you would not make me sorry, make 
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_me to hate myself—and you, I have only one thing in the 
world of any price—you would not steal my happiness?’ He 
looked at her steadily in the eyes, and said: ‘Will it make you 
happy to go to Garoche?’ She raised her hands and wrung 
them. ‘God knows, God knows, I am his wife,’ she said help- 
‘lessly, ‘and he loves me.’ ‘And God knows, God knows,’ said 
the Baron, ‘it is all a question of whether one shall feed and 
two go hungry, or two gather and one have the stubble. Shall 
not he stand in the stubble? What has he done to merit 
you? What would he do? You are for the master, not the 
man ; for love, not the feeding on; for the manor-house and the 
cone not the cottage and the eon? . 

‘‘ She broke into tears, her heart thumping in her throat. ‘I 
am for what the Church did for me this day,’ she said. ‘Oh, 
sir, I pray you, forgive me and let me go. Do not punish me, 
but forgive me=and let me go. I was wicked to wear your 
glove—wicked, wicked.’ ‘But no,’ was his reply, ‘I shall not 
forgive you so good a deed, and you shall not go. And what 
the Chuich did for you this day, she shall undo—by all the 
saints, she shall! You came sailing into my heart this hour 

_ past on a strong wind, and you shall not slide out on an ebb- 
3 tide. I have you here, as your Seigneur, but I have you here as 
aman who will ; 
‘He sat down by her at that point, and whispered softly i in. 
‘her ear: at which she gave a cry which had both gladness 
and pain. ‘Surely, even that,’ he said, catching her to his 
breast. * ©And the Baron of Beaugard never broke his word.’: 
What should be her reply? Does not a woman when she. 
truly loves, always believe? That is the great sign. She slid 
to her knees, and dropped’ her head into the hollow of his arm. 
‘I do not t understand ‘these things,’ she said, ‘but I know that 
the other was ‘death, _and this is life. And yet I know. too, for 
my heart says so, that the end—the end, will be death.’ 
<¢*« Tut, tut, my flower, my wild-rose,’ he said, ‘ of course the 
end of all is death, but we will go a-Maying first, come 
October and the breaking of the world when it must. We are 
for Maying now,.my rose, of all the world!’ It was as if he 
‘meant more than what he said, as if he saw what would come 
in that October which all New France never forgot, when as he 
said, the world broke over them. 

' 66 The next morning the Baron called Garoche to him. The 
‘man was like some mad buck harried by. the hounds, and he 
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made her my wife yesterday. And you !—you !—you !—ah, you 
who had all—you with your money and place, which could get 
all’ easy, you take the one thing I have. You, the grand 
seigneur are only a common robber! Ah! Jésu—if you would 
but fifht me!’ 

‘‘The Baron, very calm, said, ‘ First, Garoche, the lady was 
only your wife by a form which the Church shall set aside—it 
could never have been a true marriage. Second, it is no stealing 
to take from you what you did not have. I took what was mine 
—remember the glove! For the rest—to fight you? No, my 
churl, you know that’s impossible. You may shoot me from 
behind a tree or a rock, but swording with you ?—Come, come, 
a pretty gossip for the Court! Then, why wish a fight? Where 
would you be, as you stood before me—you?’ The Baron 
stretched himself up, and smiled down at Garoche. ‘ You have 
your life, man; take it and go—to the farthest corner of New 
France, and show not your face here again. If I find you ever 
again in Beaugard, I will have you whipped from parish to 
parish. Here is money for you—good gold coins. Take them, 
and go.’ 

‘‘Garoche got still and cold as stone. He said in a low, 
harsh voice, ‘Monsieur le Baron, you are a common thief, a 
wolf, a snake. Such men as you come lower than Judas. As 
God has an eye to see, you shall pay all one day. I do not 
fear you nor your men, nor your gallows. You are a jackal, 
and the woman has a filthy heart—a ditch of shame.’ 

‘¢ The Baron drew up his arm like lightning, and the lash of 
his whip came singing across Garoche’s pale face. Where it 
passed a welt rose at once, but the man never stirred. The 
arm came up again, but a voice Behind the Baron said, ‘ Ah, 
no, no, not again!’ There stood Falise. Both men looked at 
her. ‘I have heard Garoche,’ she said. ‘He does not judge 
me right. My heart is no filthy ditch of shame. But it was 
breaking when I. came from the altar with him yesterday. Yet 
I would have been a true wife to him after all. <A ditch of 
shame—ah, Garoche—Garoche! And you said you loved me, 
and that nothing could change you !’ 

‘* The arn said to her, ‘Why have you come, Falise? I 
forbade you.’ ‘Oh, my lord,’ she answered, ‘I feared—for-you 
both. When men go mad they know not what they do. When 
they slander and hate, a devil has gone into them.’ The Baron, 
taking her by the hand, said, ‘Permit me,’ and he led her to 
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the door for her to pass out. She looked back sadly at Garoche, 
standing for a minute very still. Then Garoche said, ‘I 
command you, come with me; you are my wife.’ She did not 
reply, but shook her head at him. Then he spoke out high and 
fierce : ‘May no child be born to you. May acurse fall on you. 
May your fields be barren, and your horses and cattle die. May 
you never see nor hear good things. May the waters leave 
their courses to drown you, and the hills their bases to bury 
you, and no hand lay you in decent graves !’ 

‘‘The woman put her hands to her ears, and gave a little 
cry, and the Baron pushed her gently on, and closed the door 
after her. Then he turned on Garoche. ‘Have you said all 
you wish ?’ he asked. ‘ For, if not, say on, and then go; and 
go so far you cannot see the sky that covers Beaugard. We 
are even now—we cancry quits. But that I have a little injured 
you, you should be done for instantly. But hear me: if I - 
ever see you again, my gallows shall end you straight. Your 
tongue has been gross before the mistress of this manor; I 
will have it torn out, if it so much as syllables her name to me 
or to the world again. She is dead to you. Go, and go forever !’ 
He put a bag of money on the table, but Garoche turned away 
from it, and without a word left the room, and the house, and 
the parish, and said nothing to no man of the evil that had come 
to him. 

‘‘But what talk was there, and what dreadful things were 
said at first !—that Garoche had sold his wife to the Baron ; that 
he had been killed and his wife taken; that the Baron kept him 
a prisoner in a cellar under the Manor House. And all the time 
there was Falise with the Baron—very quiet and sweet and fine 
to see, and going to Chapel every day, and to Mass on Sundays 
—which no one could understand, any more than they could 
see why she should be called the Baroness of Beaugard; for 
had they all not seen her married to Garoche? And there were 
many people who thought her vile. Yet truly, at heart, she was 
not so—not at all. Then it was said that there was to be a new 
marriage ; that the Church would let it be so, doing and un- 
doing, and doing again. But the weeks and the months went 
by, and it was never done. | For, powerful as the Baron was, 
Bigot, the Intendant, was powerful also, and fought the thing 
with all his might. The Baron went to Quebec to see the 
Bishop and the Governor, and though promises were made, 
nothing was done. It must go to the King and then to the 
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Pope, and from the Pope to the King again, and so on. And 
the months and the years went by, as they waited, and with 
them came no child to the Manor House of Beaugard. That 
was the only sad thing—that and the waiting, so far as man 
could see. For never were man and woman truer to each other 
than these, and never was a lady of the manor kinder to the 
poor, or a lord freer of hand to his vassals. He would 
bluster sometimes, and string a peasant up by the heels, but his 
gallows was never used, and, what was much in the minds of 
the people, the Curé did not refuse the woman the sacrament. 

‘* At last, the Baron, fierce because he knew that Bigot was 
the cause of the great delay, so that he might not call Falise 
his wife, seized a transport on the river, which had been sent to 
brutally levy upon a poor gentleman, and when Bigot’s men re- 
sisted, shot them down. Then Bigot sent against Beaugard a 
company of artillery and some soldiers of the line. The guns 
were placed on a hill looking down on the Manor House across 
the little river. In the evening the cannons arrived, and in the 
morning the fight was to begin. The guns were loaded and 
everything was ready. At the Manor all was making ready also, 
and the Baron had no fear. 

‘But Falise’s heart was heavy, she knew not why. 
‘Eugene,’ she said, ‘if anything should happen!’ ‘ Nonsense, 
my Falise,’ he answered ; ‘what should happen?’ ‘If—if you 
were taken—were killed!’ she said. ‘ Nonsense, my rose,’ he 
said again, ‘I shall not be killed. But if I were, you should be 
at peace here.’ ‘Ah, no, no,’ said she. ‘Never. Life to me is 
only possible with you. I have had nothing but you—none of 
those things which give peace to other women—none. But I 
have been happy—oh, yes, very happy. And, God forgive 
me, Eugene, I cannot regret, and I never have. But it has 
been always and always my prayer that, when you die, I may 
die with you—at the same moment. For I cannot live without 
you, and, besides, I would like to go to the good God with you 
to speak for us both; for oh, I loved you, I loved you, and I 
love you still, my husband, my adored.’ 

‘He stooped—he was so big, and she but of middle height 
—kissed her, and said, ‘See, my Falise, I am of the same mind. 
We have been happy in life, and we could well be happy in death 
together.’ So they sat long, long into the night and talked to 
each other—of the days they had passed together, of cheerful 
things, she trying to comfort herself, and he trying to bring 
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smiles to her lips. At last they said good-night, and he lay 
down in his clothes; and after a few moments she was sleeping 
like a child. But he could not sleep, for he lay thinking of her 
and of her life—how she had come from humble things and fitted 
in with the highest. At last, at break of day, he arose and 
went outside. He looked up at the hill where Bigot’s two guns 
were. Men were already stirring there. One man was 
standing beside the gun, and another not far behind. Of course 
the Baron could not know that the man behind the gunner said : 
‘Yes, you may open the dance with an early salute’; and he 
smiled up boldly at the hill and went into the house, and stole 
to the bed of his wife to kiss her before he began the day’s 
fighting. He looked at her a moment, standing over her, and 
then stooped and softly put his lips to hers. 

‘* At that moment the gunner up on the hill used the match, 
and an awful thing happened. With the loud roar the whole 
hillside of rock and gravel and sand split down, not ten feet in 
front of the gun, moved with horrible swiftness upon the river, 
filled its bed, and turned it from its course, and, sweeping on, 
swallowed the Manor House of Beaugard. There had been a 
crack in the hill, the water of the river had sapped its founda- 
tions, and it needed only this shock to send itdown. And twice 
since that day this same river has been shifted from its course 
by breaking banks and hills: the last time, but two years ago, 
as all remember. oe 

_** And so, as the woman wished : the same hour for herself 
and the man. And when at last their prison was opened by 
the willing hands of Bigot’s men, they were found cheek by 
cheek, free for ever from all mortal bonds, but bound in the 
sacred marriage of Death. 

‘‘But another had gone the same road, for, at the awful 
moment, beside the bursted gun, the dying gunner, Garoche, 
lifted up his head, saw the loose travelling hill, and said with 
his last breath: ‘The waters drown them, and the hills 
bury them, and ——’. MHehad his way with them, and after 
that perhaps the great God had His way with him—eh ?—eh ? ” 
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v6 MAGINACION,. 
By ANTHONY Hope. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY Hat Hurst. 


MET her on the shores of the lake. There were real tears 

in her eyes. 

‘¢QOh, Mr. Vansittart,” she cried. ‘‘ What shall I do? My 
husband’s out in a boat, ever so far away, and the wind’s rising, 
and the boatman says that it’s awfully dangerous when there’s 
a storm, and Se 

I tilted my hat forward and scratched my head. 

‘*T don’t see what you can do,” said I, compassionately. I 
had sat next her three nights at fable dhéte, and liked her 
extremely. 

‘Look at those trees! Oh, how it blows! And see! 
Great waves!” 

‘‘The wind is certainly getting up,” I admitted, sitting down 
on a garden-seat. 

‘Oh, Mr. Vansittart, suppose he should be drowned !” 

<« Suppose he ?” J paused. The idea was a new one to 
me. I turned it over in my mind. ‘‘ Well, suppose he should ?” 
I said at last in an inquiring tone. 

‘* And we’ve only been married a year !” 

‘*Yes, yes,” said I, thoughtfully. ‘‘ Your love is still fresh ? ” 

‘* As fresh as the day when is 

‘*Your romance has not worn off, the day of disillusion has 
not come. Your husband’s memory would be the sweetest of 
consolations to you.” 

‘‘But, Mr. Vansit ” 

‘* There would be no alloy in your recollections. You are 
young, your life would not be spoilt, but it would be, as it were, 
hallowed by sweet and not too poignant regrets. In the course 
of time the violence of grief would wear off.” 

She sat down on the bench beside me, and dug the end of her 
parasol into the path. 

‘* You would feel,” I pursued, ‘‘ that sacred as these memo- 
ries were—precious as they were—you would not be justified in 
giving your whole life to them. And, at last, it may be that 
another would come who——” 
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‘* He would be a wonderful husband, then!” 

‘** Generous, nay, lavish in giving you whatever 

‘Fancy !” : 

‘“You wished for ; unsparing in his efforts to please you . 

“What, after marriage ?” 

‘Devoted absolutely to you. Why, it’s a lovely picture.” 

‘‘ Yes, it does sound nice,” she conceded, digging with the 
parasol. 

‘‘Could not such a one,” I continued, leaning towards her, 
‘by his affectionate and constant efforts, in the course of time 
heal the wound caused by your cruel calamity.” 

‘‘T don’t know. Yes—I suppose so—well, perhaps in time, 
Mr. Vansittart, he might.” 

‘* He would,” said I, positively. ‘‘ I can imagine myself——”’ 

‘*] beg your pardon, Mr. Vansittart ? ” 

‘*] say, I can zmagine myself making it the work—the whole 
preoccupation—the worthy task—of my life thus to restore hap- 
piness to one from whom it seemed to have departed for 
ever.” 

‘*It would be a splendid thing for a man to do, wouldn’t it.” 

There was a pause. Then she said : 

‘But, Mr. Vansittart, would you—who are so young and so 
—and so—and so—I mean, who are so young—be content with 
a heart that had spent aS first love on another, in which the 
freshness of youthful | 

‘‘T sometimes think,” I interrupted, in low but urgent tones, 
‘“‘that affection of that kind is nobler, higher, better than the 
rash impulsiveness of an ignorant girl. It would be a sympa- 
thetic communion of minds, of souwds, Mrs. Lawrence.”’ 

‘SYes, I see. Yes, it would, Mr. Vansittart.” 

‘‘My sympathy for you,” I pursued, ‘‘ would soften and in- 
spire my nature. I should be elevated to your level. And 
perhaps, at last, when long years had obliterated——”’ 

‘Well, had blurred, Mr. Vansittart.”’ 

‘‘ Yes, had blurred the pain of memory, we might come to see 
—to understand—how what once seemed so distressing was 
really, in spite of its sadness, the necessary condition for the 
perfect development of two human lives.”’ 

For a few moments we sat in thought. Then Mrs. Lawrence 
observed : ‘‘ Good so often comes out of suffering, doesn’t it?” 

‘‘It indeed seems to be the way of the world.” 
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‘*A woman placed as you describe, Mr. Vansittart, would 
feel, I’m sure, so deep, so strong a gratitude for the man who 
had nobly dedicated his life to her, that, as time wore on, she 
would give to him an affection, different in kind, perhaps, but 
not inferior in intensity, to that which she had felt for the man 
who first won her heart.” 

‘‘ That would be the only reward I should hope for,” said I. 

‘* So that, in the end, I should feel—it would be borne zx upon 
me that this man was my real, my true, my only——” 








**“ ARE YOU THE LADY WHAT ASKED JIM DOBBS ABOUT THE GENTLEMAN ?’” 


At this point Mrs. Lawrence stopped abruptly, for a shadow 
fell between us, and, on looking up, we saw a stout, elderly man, 
wearing a blue jersey, standing just in front of us. 

‘‘ Beg pardon, mum,” said he, ‘‘but are you the lady what 
asked Jim Dobbs about the gentleman what’s out in the boat ?” 

‘* About the—what ? Oh, yes, I suppose—oh, yes, I am.” 

‘‘ Well, you’ve no cause to be put out about ’im, mum. He’s 
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Women are strange creatures. Mrs. Lawrence leapt up from 
her seat and stood over me. Her eyes flashed with indignation, 
and she positively brandished her parasol at me. 

‘‘ You horrid, horrid boy !” she cried. 

‘‘My dear Mrs. Lawrence ” I protestzd. 

‘“You’ve made me talk as if I y 

‘‘Tt was a mere hypothesis,” I pleaded. 

‘CAs if I—oh! Anyhow, if my husband were drowned a 
thousand times over, I’d never speak to you.” 

‘‘So you say now,” said I, composedly. ‘‘But you know 
you were quite taken with the prospect a little while ago.” 

‘‘Mr. Vansittart, you’re wecked! Howcan I go and tell my 
poor dear Robbie?” 

‘*]T don’t insist on your telling him,” said I, ina goncliatag 
tone. 

‘Perhaps you think I don’t care for him ?” dhe cried, 
defiantly. 

‘The hypothesis was that you did,” said I. ‘‘ That’s what 
made it so interesting.” 

‘‘T shall sit somewhere else at dinner, to-night,” Mrs. Law- 
rence announced, haughtily. 

‘*If you go on like this,” I observed warningly, ‘‘I shall 
end by being——” 

‘*You can be just what you like.” 

‘* By being glad,” I concluded. 

‘Glad! Glad of what?” 

‘* Glad,” said I, ‘‘ that I see your husband walking towards 
us In perfect health.” 

As I spoke he came within speaking distance. 

‘* Hullo, Georgie!” he cried to his wife. ‘‘ Here I am—-had 
a bit of a blow, though.” 

Mrs. Lawrence ran a few steps towards him. I took the 
liberty of following. 

‘‘Vansittart been looking after you?” asked Lawrence, 
with a smile. | 

‘Oh, my darling Robbie,” cried Mrs. Lawrence, ‘‘ I’ve been 
imagining all sorts of things about you.” 

‘*Foolish child!” said he, fondly. ‘‘ Did you think I was 
going to be drowned ?”’ 

‘We didn’t exactly think it,” I broke i in, “We assumed it 
by way of——” 
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nasse, and consists cf a street of booths, on either side of a 
well-lit avenue of splendid horse-chestnuts occupying the centre 
of the Boulevard. And now you are requested to accompany 
the painter and myself on our ramble, and we will start to ‘‘do” 
the Fair, from the Place de Breteuil. Hard by the picturesque 
water-tower, which looks somewhat like a small lighthouse which 
has strayed into a city by mistake, in the centre of the Place, one 
of the numerous merry-go-rounds, or chevaux de bois, is doing a 
roaring trade. Looking towards the distant Invalides, we have 
on our left the Tower of Eiffel, seemingly, but not really, close 
at hand—its spectral fabric stretching far up into the darkness ; 
its glowing head-light shining with the serenity and the remote- 
ness of a star. But turning about, our eyes are greeted by a 
strong contrast. The lights from the numerous street lamps 
and the booths show up the pale green and the white blossoms 
of the umbrageous avenue, beneath which flows an ever-rest- 
less crowd, while still brighter flashes of light are continu- 
ally scintillating from the mirrors and prisms and crystal- 
embroidered canopies of the chevaux de bois; and from the 
gleaming helmets with their brazen crests and long black horse- 
hair tails—barbaric and picturesque—worn by the cuirassiers 
and dragoons, who with the chasseurs d’Afric, and the eternal 
linesmen, are very much in evidence, here as elsewhere -in 
Paris. 

We pass by the Zhéatre Cocherie at the corner, having no 
_ particular taste for Fair melodrama, but stop a moment to read 
a municipal notice, headed ‘‘ Féte Foraine de Vaugirard,” and 
which explicitly states that ‘‘the throwing of confetti, and the 
use of peacock’s feathers at the féte is strictly forbidden.” The 
latter was simply a craze in Paris at all the fétes and carnivals of 
last year, the practice being to carry a long tail feather and poke 
it in your neighbour’s face when the occasion offered, with the 
result that a great many people were nearly blinded. We 
pause before the ‘‘ Maison Poitou,” which bears the legend 
Régle du Jeu d’ Adresse, and find that the interior of the booth 
bristles like a porcupine’s back, with knives, daggers, swords, 
bayonets, and cheap revolvers, all placed on end and making a 
brave show. For ten centimes we are given six small iron 
quoits to pitch at this forest of arms, with the chance thrown 
in of securing any weapon on which a quoit happens to lodge. 
This is but one variety of innumerable temptations in the form 
of our old relative ‘‘ Aunt Sally,” and very amusing is the appear- 
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attentat Anarchist Rue de Vaugirard. Emile Henry devant la 
cour d’Assises. Exécution de Vaillant. If you do not care for 
any of these agreeable subjects, you may feast your eyes on 
‘¢ The funeral of Jules Ferry,” or on scenes from ‘‘ The Life of 
Jean d’Arc,” but the above programme is not without its signifi- 
cance, and is in the nature of things to be expected ina land 
where the execution of criminals is still a public spectacle, and 
where the Morgue is still bracketed with ‘‘ places of amuse- 
ment” to be visited by holiday sightseers. 

All the old tricks of all the old fairs—since fairs existed in 
their present form—are to be seen here in full swing. 

- The showmen come out on to the little platforms in front of 
their booths, and bellow the French equivalent for ‘‘ Roll up, 
roll up” with drum obligato; girls in tights come out and waltz 
together to give the yokels a taste of the glories to be beheld 
within ; the performance is always just about to commence but 
dawdles strangely on the order of its commencement—until, in 
fact, a fairly numerous audience has assembled. 

We resist the temptation to visit the booth where one can 
see tableaux of an Epzsode de la Bataille de Gravelotte, and like 
patriotic subjects, the entrée to which costs twenty centimes, 
‘‘ Soldiers and Children half-price” ; we hurry past the Salon de la 
Métempsycose in spite of our curiosity to probe the mystery, 
symbolised in the life-size figure of a woman, apparently made of 
white gutta percha and shrouded in a creepy white sheet ; we 
refuse to deviate from our path to inspect ‘‘L’Aerogyne,”’ ‘‘ queen 
of the aerolites,” notwithstanding that the handbill bears a nota 
to the effect that ‘‘ Ze spectacle est moral et l’on peut sans craintes 
conduire les enfants ’’—of itself no little attraction—but make the 
best of our way to the ‘‘ Pavilion de Marogain” to behold the 
Messaouda Troupe Orientale. 

Our money is taken at the door by a well-dressed and rather 
intelligent-looking young Frenchman in spectacles, who could 
pass for a medical student, but once inside the tent we might 
imagine ourselves in Aden, Port Said, or some inland town of 
Algeria. On an ottoman in the centre of the back of the little 
stage is seated a youthful, rather pretty, and very graceful blonde, 
hailing from Béne in Algeria, and probably of mixed French and 
‘Arab blood. 

She is clad in a red jersey bodice, little bolero jacket, and 
black and gold Turkish trousers; she has muslin streamers 
falling from the waist, wears on her head a little pointed silk 





, 
ob 


f 


Bs 0 
ets 
a 7 ’ 


hades: 


‘ads yex 





424 THE IDLER. 


dancer wore the corset of fashion, are made to an accompani- 
ment of Arab singing or chanting, the instruments being an Arab 
drum, beaten with the fingers only, and tambourines ; and the 
air, in a minor key, which at first strikes us as monotonous if 
not discordant, becomes, with constant repetition, almost excit- 
ing. The other members of the troop include a dark Arab 
woman from Constantin in Algeria, with a good-looking face 
and fine eyes, a very stout body and “ podgy ” ankles, dressed 
in a Turkish costume of yellow muslin, who does little but join 
in the aforesaid music; a ‘‘ buck” nigger from Tunis in a fez, 
dull red velvet tunic and zouave trousers, who appears to bea 
sort of deputy to the manager; another Eastern of doubtful | 
nationality dressed as a (stage) man-o’-war’s man, who dances 
balancing a bottle of water on his forehead, finishing up with the 
grande écarte ; and a swarthy Mexican half-breed in a vacquero’s 
costume, who performs some Spanish dances with the castanets 
indifferently well. 

; By a judicious distribution of cigarettes we get on. friendly 
terms with these people—more especially the ‘‘ buck” nigger— 
and learn from them somewhat of their native lands, and then — 
take our leave rather pleased and amused with this little ‘‘ show ” 
which, for such as it is, is genuine. We emerge into the outer 
air to be buttonholed for about the sixth time by a diminutive 
photographer, who wishes to take our photographs at five cen- 
times each, or the French equivalent for sixpence a dozen. On 
this occasion he tells us as an extra inducement that he knows 
London well, and proposes in the near future to organize a 
similar féte to this and take it over to Hyde Park, but we are 
in considerable doubts if we shall live to see that day. In 
further conversation it transpires that the last time: he was in 
Hyde Park he made the acquaintance of the London police, for 
even whose society he seems to have conceived a distaste ; but as 
these confidences fail‘to soften our obduracy he at length leaves 
us, and we pursue our ramble towards the upper end of the fair. 

- In the crowd we notice several pensioners from the Invalides, 
an Italian model in peasant’s dress, artists strolling about, 
sketch-book in hand, in search of ‘‘bits,” and blue blouses 
and soldier’s uniforms by the score. There are numerous sellers 
of a sweetmeat called /vamboise—a pliant sort-of elastic sweet 
paste, which they manufacture and plait in various patterns before 
the eyes of the purchaser, who in return for his coppers receives 
a length of the stuff cut off with the scissors. 
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—natives of Paris—make a parade of their hideousness. Some 
of the shows are in the nature of frauds, a fact only ascertained 
after the gate-money is paid, and we find but little to interest 
us in this way till we ‘‘ bring up” alongside Pezon’s Menagerie. 
This claims to be one of the largest travelling menageries in 
the world, but is not larger than most of them, and is far 
smaller than Bidel’s, now at Versailles. Bidel, who is a lion- 
tamer, made a fortune and bought a beautiful villa in the 
country, but still cannot refrain from going into the cages. 
Pezon is also a lion-tamer, and chats pleasantly to us on the 
subject, telling us among other things that he infinitely prefers 
dealing with the lions to the white bears, animals which he 
characterizes as extremely treacherous. The lions, he says, are, 
comparatively speaking, gentlemen, but the white bears. are 
canaille. ‘‘I never enter their cage,’ says he, ‘‘but I am 
afraid of their ‘going for me’ when my back is turned’; and 
all the while he is speaking these great white ‘‘ canazlle”’ from 
the frozen Pole, pace restlessly up and down on the other side 
of the bars and look at us with their sinister blue-white eyes, 
perhaps wondering when the hour will arrive for them to settle 
outstanding accounts with their gaoler. 

The swings, in all their variety of forms, are well patronised, 
as are a species of rocking-horse, looking like a cross between 
a hobby-horse and a rocker ; and to see grown men and women 
seated astride on these things, holding on to the wooden ears, 
and rocking backwards and forwards with abrupt jerks as if 
for dear life, makes one want to sit down and think hard. 

Most of the merry-go-rounds are very gorgeous affairs with 
coloured canopies and hangings, fringes of glass prisms, and 
panels of looking-glass, fixed so as to reflect and still further 
increase the blaze of light from innumerable lamps. One of 
these machines, in place of the usual horses and cars, has 
half-sections of railway carriages, another small boats, while 
a third represents the deck of a ship, and in addition to the 
circular motion, oscillates from side to side in a manner 
calculated to make even the on-lookers sea-sick. A few of 
them have bands, but most of them are provided with powerful 
orchestrions, worked by men turning cranks, and which 
produce a surprising—not to say deafening—volume of sound. 
The tunes are in excellent taste and are quite inspiriting, but 
when, as frequently happens, two of the machines are well 
within earshot of one another, with their orchestrions playing 
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was bound for the Eastern States, where his father-in-law was 
going to take him into partnership—storing of some kind I reckon. 
The young woman with him was a sweet pretty creature, and 
they’d only been married three months. Great Scott! When I 
saw her there I'd gladly have parted with a couple of hundred 
dollars to know she'd got safe through her journey. Poor thing— 
poor thing!” 

The scout paused, shaking his head gloomily over the 
recollection. Smoky Bear, replete with good things and blissful 
contentment, took the opportunity once more to ejaculate. ‘I 
good Injun; damn good Injun, Smoky Bear!” Lone Jeff scowled 
at this inopportune sentiment on the part of his red brother, and 
continued— 

‘© Ah, well! Where was I? Well, soon as they'd camped 
snugly ‘longside of me in the timber, and the guide, a wall-eyed 
Mexican-lookin’ cuss, was seein’ to the hosses, I took Jake Argles 
apart. 

‘©“ See here, Jake,’ says I. ‘I don’t particklar want to hurt. 
your feelins, but I judge you must be making for a loonatic 
‘sylum in the Eastern States when you undertook to cross the 
Plains with that one-horse outfit. This section’s a good bit full 
of reds, and if you get through without a desperate scrimmage 
it'll be more’n you deserve.’ And I told him what I’d seen the day 
before. 3 

‘‘ He turned as white as a snowflake. ‘For God’s sake, Jeff,’ 
says he, ‘don’t leave us ; come right along and see us through. 
It shan’t be a question of dollars between us. And that guide of 
mine, José Albuquerque, ain't worth a rotten cuss—leastways he’s 
grit enough, but hain’t got no headpiece. We've been turned 
round a couple of times already.’ Then he told me how it was 
he was there. The berth he expected to take up would be 
the makin’ of him, and the old man wouldn’t hold it over. He 
must come at once, or chuck it altogether. So he’d concluded to 
Start. 

“T said I'd go with him; not that the dollars was in it, but, 
says I, ‘Jefferson G. Wragg ain’t the boy to leave a pardner ina 
tight place. And ef you ain’t in an extraordinary tight place, 
Jake Argles, jest call mea ‘‘tenderfoot.”’ I suppose you know 
what it means if the reds jump us, and we can’t stand ’em off— 
what you’ve got todo?’ And I took a look in the direction of the 
young woman, who, poor thing, was: lying fast asleep in the 
sulaae, as if she was tired out of her life. 
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hhe Joost Ongine. 
By W. L. ALDEN. 


ILLUSTRATED BY R. JACK. 


‘*Sir WAS speaking the other day,” said the Jericho station- 

master, ‘‘of rail-road ghosts—trains, and engines, and 
such—and you didn’t seem to believe that there were any such 
things. Now, just to show you that I was telling the truth, I’ll 
tell you about the ghost of an engine that I saw myself, and 
that lots of other men on this road have seen. Just wait till 
that train starts along, and we have thishyer station to our- 
selves as usual.” 

A way train had stopped at the station, and as the station- 
master spoke there suddenly fell out of the door of the baggage- 
car a man curiously complicated with a bicycle. The man, who 
was the baggage-master of the train, had managed to put his 
foot through the spokes of one of the wheels of the bicycle, and 
man and machine were writhing on the platform, the one 
cursing loudly, and the other giving forth the crackling sound 
of snapping steel rods. 

‘‘There,” said the station-master, ‘‘ that’s what happens 
twice out of every three times that a man tries to handle one of 
those machines. Seems to me that they were invented just to 
make things miserable for the train-men. I tried to wheel one 
along the platform one day, and before I knew what was the 
matter, the blamed thing had throwed me, and was trying to break 
my legs and gouge my eyes out. They’re just like a coyote. 
You teke a coyote by the back of the neck, and hold him out at 
arm’s length, and he’ll manage to bite a piece out of the calf of 
your leg, or some other place that’s mebbe ten feet away from 
his mouth. I never yet saw a baggage-master that could smash 
a bicycle without hurting himself worse than the machine. It 
ought to be made illegal to send bicycles by rail, and that’s a 
fact.” 

The baggage-master finally extricated himself from the 
bicycle, and withdrew into his car to repair damages. The 
train whistled 2nd wert of its way, and the station-master, 
seating himself by my side, proceeded with his story. 

‘‘ A-out t2n yezrs ago we had an engine on this road that 
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six or eight months. Then his mother, or his wife, or his sister 
would die, and he would ask for three days’ leave to go to the 
funeral and settle up the estate. The superintendent knew as 
well as Gridley did what was the matter, but he would always 
give him his three days, and Gridley would go away and get 
drunk enough to satisfy him for the next six months. He and I 
were great friends, and many’s the ride I’ve taken with him on 
his engine, just to keep him company when I had a couple of 
spare hours, and I had a good many of them at that time, 
owing to not having any permanent berth on the road, and just 
keeping myself ready to fill in wherever there might happen to 
be a vacancy. 

‘‘One morning Gridley comes to me, looking about as scared 
as ever I saw a man look. ‘ What’s the matter’? says I, 
beginning to fear that some serious accident had happened on 
the road. 

‘‘« The ‘‘ Fanny” is lost !’ says he. 

‘* “What do you mean?’ says I. ‘Has your mother been 
dying again? If that’s the case I’m sorry, for she died last 
time only six weeks ago.’ 

‘‘*T went into the éngine-house at Spartansville this morning,’ 
says he, speaking slow and dazed-like, ‘and the ‘‘ Fanny ” 
wasn’t there. You know she goes into the engine-house every 
night at seven-thirty, and last night I put her in as usual, and 
stayed while the fireman banked the fires. When we left there 
was nobody in the place, and, as you know, nobody ever goes 
near it during the night. This morning at five-fifteen I went 
down to bring her out, and she wasn’t there. The fireman had 
been about five minutes ahead of me, and he was as much 
astonished as I was. 

‘** Well, we easy enough found that she wasn’t anywhere in 
Spartansville, and then we inquired after her by telegraph. 
There wasn’t a blessed station on the road that had seen hide or 
hair of her. The superintendent has started in a special from 
Athensville, and is going the whole length of the road to see if 
there is any signs of her having been taken out and ditched, but 
he’ll never find her.’ 

‘¢“What on earth do you cal’late has become of her ?’ said I. 

‘¢* There was always something queer about that engine,’ 
says Gridley. ‘You know what queer ways she had, such as 
you never knew any other engine to have. It’s my belief that 
either she wasn’t a genuine engine at all, but just the ghost of 
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couldn't help thinking about this thing, for the whole road 
talked of nothing else for the next week. It even got into the 
Chicago newspapers, where, of course, everybody thought it 
was only a reporter’s lie. The superintendent spoke to me 
about it himself, for I happened to meet him down at Tiberius 
Centre when he was on the search for the ‘Fanny,’ and I could 
see that it was his belief that she had been stolen. I told him 
fair and square that it was a mystery, and that he would have 
to wait till he got to a better world before he would find out the 
truth about it. 

‘‘ Gridley wouldn’t take another engine. ries said that unless 
he found the ‘ Fanny’ he would never touch a lever again, and, 
as he had nothing particular to do, he started in to make up 
lost time in drinking whisky. I didn’t see him for pretty near 
two months, and they told me that he had gone ona hunt for 
the ‘Fanny,’ and probably wouldn’t ever return. But one day 
who should come to my boarding-house here in Jericho but 
Gridley, looking thin and ragged and dirty. However, he was 
sober enough, though he was more excited than I had ever 
known him to be, engineers being men that very seldom ever 
allow anything to excite them. 

‘¢¢ ve found the ‘‘ Fanny,”’’ says he, in a sort of whisper. 

‘© Well! I want to know!’ says I, for I was mightily 
astonished. 

‘““« It was the Montana Southern that stole her,’ said he. 
‘She’s down at West Saragossa, not ten miles from here. I 
saw hér there yesterday myself. They’ve lacquered all her 
brass-work black, and they’ve given her a new smoke-stack, 
and they’ve changed her name to the ‘‘ Pocahontas,” and her 
own builder wouldn’t know her. But I knew her just as soon 
as I heard her puff. She’s hauling the express on the Southern 
road, and she lays up at West Saragossa at night, and I want 
you to come down with me to-night, and we'll steal her.’ 

‘**Why don’t you tell the superintendent and let him putin a 
claim for her?’ I asked. 

‘* * Because he couldn’t never prove that she is the ‘‘ Fanny.” 
The Southern road owns the judge before whom the case would 
be tried, and they’d have a hundred witnesses to swear that she 
wasn’t the ‘‘ Fanny.” No, sir! she has got to be stole, and I 
know now just how to get her on to our track.’ 

‘‘* How’s that ?’ says I. 

‘¢* Don’t you remember,’ says Gridley, ‘that down the road 
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woods till about one o'clock, and then we crept down to the 
engine-house, and shoved the ‘ Fanny’ out by putting our backs 
to her, and when we had got her on the main track we climbed 
aboard and let her run down the grade, which is middling steep 
just out of the village, while I worked at the fires and got them 
to going good and bright. 

‘*We had about sixty-five miles to run, and Gridley said that 
according to the time-table there was no train that would be in 
our way, unless it might be a wild cat. That’s just what I 
ca?lated there would be, and the idea of running full speed 
along a strange track in the dead of night didn’t suit me as well 
as some things might. We got the ‘Fanny’ up to about forty- 
five miles. an hour, which was pretty good considering that | 
wasn’t by any means a first-class fireman. Long before we got 
to a station Gridley would turn on the whistle and keep it 
screeching enough to wake the dead. I shut my eyes every 
time we came near a station, for I expected that something: 
would be in the way, or that a switch would be turned wrong, 
or that something would happen to smash Gridley and me for 
good and all. But everybody at the stations thought that we 
were a special, and had everything made clear for us as soen a: 
they heard the whistle. 

‘We had been running about half-an-hour when all of a 
sudden Gridley sings out, ‘ Brakes, quicker’n lightning,’ and 
reverses the engine. Wecame to a halt, and Gridley says to 
me, ‘ There was a tramp lying asleep with his head on the 
track. We've cut him into a thousand pieces.’ The man was 
trembling, and I began to understand that the drink had been 
telling on him. ‘Let her go,’ says he in another minute ; 
‘what’s done can’t be helped.’ Soin a few minutes more we 
were a-booming along again, old Gridley leaning out and 
straining his eyes ahead and keeping his hand on the lever. 
Presently he sings out ‘ Brakes’ again, and brings the engine up 
with a jump. ‘ Another tramp,’ says he. ‘What in all creation 
do they mean by sleeping on the track in this way?’ Then | 
saw that Gridley had the horrors, and I was mighty sorry I had 
ever agreed to come with him. 

‘¢ The same thing happened five minutes later. Says Gridley, 
‘The whole blessed track is covered with tramps. I can see 
seven ahead of us now.’ With that he seemed to get into a 
sudden rage, and turns on his whistle, and says to me, ‘I'll 
stop no more for them fellows. They are doing it on purpose 
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to hinder us, so that we can get caught.’ Then he pulls her wide 
- open and we swung along, the fires roaring, and the whistle 
doing its level best. 

‘* Gridley kept looking out ahead and muttering. ‘There’s 
more of ’em,’ said he, without turning to look at me. ‘ There’s 
more than I can count. Women, too. They’re lying every one 
right straight across the track. There! I felt her jump when 
she struck that fellow. Come here, Harry, and take this lever 
for a minute while I take a drink. Thishyer slaughter is more 
than I can stand.’ 

‘*T told Gridley to take his drink, and aie sure it was a big 
one, for I saw that he had got the triangles pretty bad, and 
hoped that whisky might pull him through till we should get 
quit of the Southern road. It didn’t co him much good, how- 
ever, unless it was to make him more reckless than ever. He 
insisted on my shoving .all the coal into the furnace that she 
would burn, and before long we were going a good sixty miles 
an hour and more. 

‘* Now, just before we got to the place where the two roads 
ran parallel, there was a siding that had been: built to reach a 
gravel pit. The siding began at a little station called Pekin, 
and was, as I should judge, about two miles long. The 
Montana Southern people had taken the alarm by this time, and 
a dispatch had come to every station on the line, warning them 
that a runaway locomotive was coming, and telling them to 
stop her thé best way they could. The station-master at Pekin 
got this order just before we hove in sight, and he thought of 
the old siding. He got to work and turned the rusty old switch 
that had been spiked down, and when we came along we shot 
on to the siding, and away we went for the gravel pit. 

‘‘The track was mighty rough, and I begged Gridley to 
slow her down, for I thought every minute that we should be 
off the track. But he wouldn’t listen to me. That there 
massacre of tramps that he thought he had made excited him 
more and more, and now he’d taken to singing and shouting at 
the top of his lungs. The ‘Fanny’ was swaying from side to 
side, and jumping almost clean off the rails when she struck a 
particularly rough place, and I don’t mind saying that I just 
went to saying my prayers with every inch ot pressure I could | 
get to bear on them. 

‘It had been a cloudy night, but as I was praying for all I 
was worth, I saw that just ahead of us the track came to 
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He took us to as many dances as we pleased, and he never 
minded if he could not find us at the end of the evening 
when it was time to come away: in a brother, 
and a socialist, and a metaphysician, such con- 
sideration was abnormal. 

And then he went to stay with some friends 
at Christmas time, and met his fate just 
like any ordinary brother who stays in a 
country house and has never read a word of 

| Schopenhauer. She 
lived in the West of 
England, so we had 
a change: as far as 
locality went; but 
there was a same- 
ness about the rest 
of it as there always 
is. She was tall, a 
fact I gathered from 
his first remark on 
his return to town : 
‘Well, you ave a 
little thing ! Haven’t 
you shrunk orsome- 
thing?” And he 
tried absently to 
find my waist some- 
where about my 
“HOW YOU DO HAMMER AT A SUBJECT!’” head. ‘* Ske wore 

| glasses, but She 
did not look blue in them as I did in mine,” he said; that 
was merely to work off his annoyance at my doing something 
that She did. One day, it was a wet one I remember, I men- 
tioned Schopenhauer—poor, forgotten, discarded Schopenhauer. 

‘‘T suppose she is great on metaphysics,” I said, carelessly. 
He coughed a little. 

‘Well, no, not exactly that—yet. Of course,” he added, 
quickly, ‘‘there is plenty of time for that, and her mind has 
developed in other ways, you see. You should hear her 
play——" 

‘*T will when she comes to town. But about the metaphysics,” 
I pursued, relentlessly ; ‘‘ didn’t you have any wet days in the 
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Relidave, or does it never rain in dite West o England? I 
suppose the subject was crowded out, though ?’ 

Enthusiasts are no good at concealing anyiing: 

‘“ We—we did mention it a little,” he confessed ; ‘‘in fact I 
felt it was only right to give her some of my views on marriage, 
and our engagement was a little delayed in consequence.” (It 
had all been arranged in a week, but I wondered how it had 
not been deferred for ever.) ‘‘ However, it’s all square now. 
And, after all, metaphysics are not everything,” he added, with 
some show of boldness. 

‘‘ Then she doesn’t approve of Schopenhauer ? ” ane: 
nastily. 

‘‘How you do hammer at a subject” (crossly), ‘‘ When 
you see’ Her you will understand how difficult it was not to 
hurt her feelings. You don’t know what these highly-strung 
artistic natures are; and her ancestors came over with the 
Conqueror ” (very proudly), ‘‘and when people have blue blood 
in their veins ‘“ 

‘They can’t swallow metaphysics and socialism in a lump. 
But I’m glad 1 needn’t think it is wrong to be happy any 
more; do you know, I really thought, from what you said before 
you were engaged, that love and marriage were delusions. I 
suppose I must have missed the point again.” I felt I deserved 
that little bit of revenge. But he unconsciously turned my 
weapons against myself. ? 

‘‘T wouldn’t worry about marriage if I were you; it doesn’t 
immediately concern you, does it?” 

‘‘Oh no,” I assented, cheerfully; ‘‘it isn’t everyone who 
has artistic natures, and blue blood, and Norman ancestors, 
is it?” 

“*Never mind, dear,” he said, as kindly as he could; ‘‘she 
can’t cook a bit, or do any of those useful things. And lots of 
people seem very happy without being married, you know.” 

I suppose nothing can be done ? 
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By R. H. SHERARD. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY R. JACK. 


HEN I had finished my cursory examination of the manu- 
script, I laid it down on the table, and, shaking my 
head, said : 

‘*T am sorry to disappoint you, old fellow, but I should 
most strongly advise you not to try any publisher with this 
story. I don’t think that there is the slightest chance of its 
being accepted anywhere. At the same time, I must say that 
for a first attempt it does you great credit, and certainly if you 
stick to your work you will soon be able to produce something 
that will be successful.” 

‘*T tell you that that book is going to be the biggest success 
of the year,” answered Martin Ross, in whose rooms in the 
Middle Temple we were sitting. | 

We had been at Oxford together and had gone down about 
the same time, I to take my place on a newspaper, and Ross to 
try his fortune in the City. Although undoubtedly sharp, he had 
succeeded in nothing, and I had been under the impression 
that he had emigrated, when that afternoon I met him in the 
Strand, and he told me that he had written a novel, which was 
to make his fortune. It was at his invitation that I had accom- 
panied him home to look over the manuscript in question. 

It was a very poor story, slovenly and amateurish in style, 
and vulgar beyond criticism. I felt sorry to have to discourage 
him, but it was only friendly on my part to do so. I accordingly 
repeated, in an answer to his remark, ‘‘I am quite certain that 
no London publisher would undertake that book, though I am 
sorry to say so.” 

He laughed and said: ‘‘I never said that I should offer it 
to any publisher. I am not such a fool. I want all the profits 
myself. Why should I put the lion’s share of them into a 
publisher's pockets. There are thousands in that book, and I’m 
going to publish it myself, that is to say at my own expense, 
and I shall put it into the hands of one of those firms who pub- 
lish on commission.” : 

‘‘ My dear fellow,” I cried, ‘‘do let yourself be guided by 
me, and don’t spend any money on printing that book. I don’t 
believe that a hundred copies of it would be sold.”’ 
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‘*No, not a hundred,” he answered, confidently ; ‘‘ a hundred 
thousand is nearer the mark, though I expect the sale to go 
much higher than that. I tell you that I am to make my fortune 
out of that book ; that I have struck oil this time, and richly.” 

‘¢ But the style,” I urged. 

‘¢ Oh, I know that the style isn’t up to much,” he answered. 
‘©I’m no hand at literature, and, as a matter of fact, I took the 
least possible trouble over writing this book. I dashed it off on 
the typewriter in less than a week. But it isn’t on its merits asa 
work of art that this book is going to sell.” 

‘“S Well, as what then ?” I asked. 

‘‘Why does So-and-So’s pill, and So-and-So’s soap sell ? 
Because they are well advertised. Well, my book’s going to be 
well advertised, and, accordingly, will sell.” 

‘‘] fear you will have to spend a very large sum of money 
to advertise that book into success,’ I remarked. 

‘‘T know exactly what I shall*have to spend. Sixpence- 
halfpenny per dozen copies, or a little over a halfpenny on each 
copy. Each halfpenny and fraction so spent will sell a copy. 
The book will be produced as cheaply as possible, and I calculate 
the cost to me at about twopence. Say that, with the adver- 
tising, each copy costs me threepence, which is above the mark, 
you may calculate what my profits will be on a sale of even one 
hundred thousand copies.’ 

‘You have hit on some novel mode of advertising the book, 
then ?” 

‘* You bet ; the whole reason of my confidence in my success 
of this shocker is there.” 

‘Would you mind telling what your plan is?” 

‘‘Well, if you won’t mind, I’d rather not,” he answered, 
‘‘You see, I can’t afford to give away the idea. You might 
talk about it, and then some other fellow might snap it up. 
Don’t be offended, and just watch the sales of ‘A Disgrace to 
Society ’—that is = title I have decided upon. They will make 
you open your eyes.” 

‘* Very well, just as you please,” I said, rather coldly, rising 
to take my departure. 

I did not see Ross again for some weeks, for, though I called 
once or twice at his rooms in the Temple, I always found his 
oak sported. One day the inner door happened to be open, and 
through the letter-slit I could see into his sitting-room. There 
were six young ladies seated at a large table busily writing, and 
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lished by Messrs. Anderson & Maitland. You owe it both to 
yourself and to your friends to take measures to put a ston to 
the circulation of these falsehoods about you. 

‘*A TRUE WELLWISHER.” 

Now as soon as I had read this, having in the meanwhile 
forgotten all about Ross and his book, my first impulse was to 
rush out to the nearest bookstall, and to ask for a copy of the 
work referred to. Then, suddenly, it flashed across my mind 
that I had the book in my pocket, and, remembering what I had 
seen at Ross’s rooms, I began to understand the advertising 
scheme of which he had spoken so sanguinely and which, 
according to what I had seen, and my own impulse at the 
moment I had read the post-card, seemed decidedly an effectual 
one. 

I happened to meet Ross that same evening, just as he was 
alighting from a hansom outside a fashionable Regent Street 
café. As soon as he saw me he rushed up and cried out: ‘‘ What 
did I tell you, old chap? Is it a success or is it not? We are 
printing the sixtieth to seventieth thousand at this moment.” - 

‘‘I suppose that it is to you I owe this highly interesting 
missive?” I said, holding out the post-card that I had received. — 
_ Ross glanced at it and, turning rather red, said: ‘‘I didn’t 
know that your name was in the Directory, or I would have 
given instructions that you were not to be written to. Not that 
it matters much now that the success of the book is assured. 
Well, yes, that was the idea, and famously it has worked, as 
you have seen. We sent cards to everybody in the ‘‘ Who’s 
Who,” in the Clergy List, in the Court section of the London 
Directory, and in the Law List. Of course, everybody who 
received a card immediately rushed off to the nearest bookseller 
to get the book and to find out how it referred to him. You see, 
everybody has more or less of a skeleton in his. cupboard, and 
there you are, don’t you know. A fresh batch of post-cards is 
going out to-night. Tell me, what do you think of the idea ? ” 

‘‘T don’t know,” I said. ‘‘It’s original, certainly. Perhaps 
on the point of taste as 

‘*Oh, taste be hanged,” cried Ross. ‘‘ Money is the thing to 
be got, and money I am getting. That wretched little book, 
which I dashed off on my typewriter in a fortnight, has already 
brought me in over four hundred pounds, and I wouldn’t sell 
my interest in-it at present for twice as much again. And then 
look what a start it gives me as a literary fellow. Won't the 
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greatest poetical success is ‘‘ The Love Letters of a Violinist,” 
of which over 30,000 copies have been sold. ‘‘Isn’t that a very 
large number for a volume of modern verse?” I asked one 
afternoon as we sat chatting together. 

‘S Well, yes, it seems so,” he answered. ‘‘The book was 
first published by Messrs. Field & Tuer, in a quaint, missal-like 
volume, tied with silk strings—long since out of print. The 
popular issues, including the ninth edition, brought the total of 
sales up to over thirty thousand copies, as you say. But I do 
not gain any financial advantage from them, as I gave free 
permission to Walter Scott to include the book in his ‘‘ Canter- 
bury Poets,” never for a moment supposing that it would meet 
with such singular approval. It is now, I am informed, one of 
the best—if not the best—selling of all the volumes included in 
the series. The honour of being thus placed in the company of 
the classic English poets is not without its disadvantages though, 
for in some quarters I am, it appears, thought to be a past 
writer of the Elizabethan period, and am not counted with my 
contemporaries at all! This is flattering, of course, but not 
always agreeable. For instance, I have found that the mistaken 
impression of my not being alive moves ceran persons to 
occasional kleptomania.” 

‘‘Indeed! How is that?” 

**] will quote you cases in point. Two gentlemen, in 
different parts of the world,—doubtless believing me to be far 
beyond all possibility of defending myself,—copied out my lines, 
‘Beethoven at the Piano,’ and sent them to different news- 
papers as their own composition. One of these individuals 
resided in the Lake district. He forwarded my poem, signed 
with his own name, to a local paper, and added an explanatory 
foot-note to the effect that he had ‘dreamt it’ on a certain 
‘inspired night.’ Called to account for his theft he was very 
bitter about it, and wrote letters in the aforesaid paper com- 
plaining of the manner in which he was being ‘hounded down’ 
by a malignant person calling himself Eric Mackay, whose name 
he had never heard of. Pressed gently yet firmly by the hand 
of the law, he gave in, declaring that he frequently had ‘ lapses 
of memory’ in which he was ‘not accountable for his actions’ ; 
and, furthermore, that, if any legal steps were taken he would 
be unable to pay, as he had ‘no money even to pay for a lodg- 
ing.’ After this grovelling admission, I of course let him off, 
with a warning not to ‘dream’ with me again.” 
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its existence, so I intend to bring out a new edition 
shortly.” oo 

‘¢And your other books ? Did you not write a blank-verse 
tragedy in five acts? ” 

‘““Yes; ‘Nero and Actéa.’ It narrowly escaped being ac- 
cepted by Irving for performance at the Lyceum Theatre. The 
great manager objected that I did not make Nero drunk. ‘Can’t 
you introduce a drunken scene?’ he inquired, after we had 
talked the matter over in his sanctum. I replied that ! could ; 
but the play was not accepted, and, as soon as my manuscript 
was returned to me, I had it printed and published. 

‘* Your ‘ Gladys the Singer’ was published before the tragedy, 
was it not ?” 

‘‘It was ; and so were the ‘ Choral Ode to Liberty ’ and ‘ The 
Song of the Flag.’” 

‘*And now—it’s treading on delicate ground—what about 
the reviewers. Have they dealt gently with you?” 

The poet smiled. ‘‘ Why, of course! Don’t they treat 
everybody well? and aren’t they the most generous fellows 
imaginable? I have nothing to say against them. They have 
generally made a point of leaving out my name altogether in 
their lists of ‘ Minor Poets,’ for which I am duly grateful, and 
they have never ‘boomed ’ me—another cause for gratitude.” 

‘*Then there was your ‘ Royal Marriage Ode.’ Didn't that 
create some little discussion ?”’ 

‘* Well, yes—rather! Some people seemed to grudge my 
having written it, and a good deal of ill-humour was manifested 
in some quarters of the press at the success it achieved ; for 
it certainly succeeded in giving satisfaction to those for whom 
it was intended, and that was quite sufficient for me. 1 wrote 
it out of no desire for self-advertisement, but simply for 
pleasure in the subject. Nothing, I should think, is more 
difficult than to write verse for an occasion like a Royal 
marriage, but I had met and conversed with the Duke of 
York and liked him for himself as a man, quite apart from 
his exalted position. His frank, unaffected, pleasant manners, 
and his straightforward conversation took my fancy immensely. . 
As I had become acquainted with the Prince of Wales at the 
same time, and had experienced the charm of his well-known 
geniality and courtesy, it was with me a matter of personal 
pride and satisfaction to write the ode for the Duke’s marriage. - 
I was very well rewarded by the letters of acknowledgment 
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and acceptance I received from many members of the Royal 
Family on this occasion. More kindly expressed, more cour- 
teous letters it would be impossible to imagine; those from 
the Royal bride and bridegroom were particularly charming.” 

‘‘ Wasn't it recited somewhere ? ” : 

‘‘Yes. Hermann Vezin did it before a large audience. His 
delivery of it was extraordinary and impressive, being one pro- 
longed and stately roar. I shall never forget his recital of 
certain lines, especially those about the flowers.” 

‘*Can you quote them ?” 

‘Yes, I think I can. They run as follows :— 


‘ And while the amorous bells about us ring, 
We dream of flowers that grow for us in May ; 
The mignonette that loves a lonely spot, 

The jasmine pale, the blue forget-me-not 
That looks with little eyes all down the lanes 
To watch for happy swains ; 

And daisies with the wimples they have on 
That drink the dews and drowsiness of dawn.’ 


Heavens! Talk of the flowers—they might have been swords 
and guns from the fierce clatter he made. However, he meant 
well.” . 

‘‘Did you not meet Frederic Mistral,—the great poet of 
Provence,—during your stay on the Riviera last winter ? ”’ 

‘*No,” replied Mr. Mackay, ‘‘I did not meet him. We 
exchanged books and wrote letters to each other.” 

‘‘ Have you one you could show me ? ” 

‘‘Certainly. There is one here among my papers.” And 
the author of the ‘‘ Love Letters” produced a note delicately 
written, which I herewith transcribe verbatim :— — 


Monsieur et excellent confrére.—C’est par erreur qu’on vous a 
annoncé ma venue a Cannes pour cette saison ; je regrette que mes occu- 
pations ne me permettent pas ce joli voyage, car j’aurai été enchanté 
d’aller vous serrer la main. Les poétes de partout sont nos fréres d’4me 
les plus naturels. Mon ignorance de votre belle langue anglaise m’empéche 
de gouter vos ‘“‘ Love-Letters,”’ mais les poemes Italiens que vous avez eu 
la bonne idee d’ajouter 4 votre volume me revelent un vrai fils de la 
deésse Harmonie. ‘La Zingarella,’’ et ‘I Miei Saluti,’’ sont des morceaux 
exquis, et je les trouve plus clairs, plus agréables, plus Italiens, méme 
que bien des poésies Italiennes modernes. Je vous prie d’agréer mon 

_ poémede “ Nerto,”’ ce sera pour vous un souvenir de Provence. Recevez, 
cher Monsieur, l’expression de mes sentiments les plus cordiaux. 
F. MISTRAL. 

feb, 22, 1894. 
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‘‘Tt was a happy idea of yours to call it ‘The White Rose of 
the Crown.’ Have you acopy you can show me? I should 
like to quote from it, if you have no objection.” 

Mr. Mackay took from a shelf, where it stood side by side 
with ‘The Royal Marriage Ode,’ a copy of his last published 
poem, and I am bound to admit that a daintier volume was 
never issued from any press. These are some of the lines, which 
the admirers of Mr. Mackay will be glad to see reproduced : 


‘© Dear England’s Child! Be thine the nation’s care, 
The people’s love throughout the years to come 
And earnest men thy servants, in the sum 
Of all their deeds for ever ! 

Glory be thine and danger track thee never, 
And Misery, from the purlieus of its lair, 
Make no complaints of thee in thine estate ; 
And Anarchy, whose dictum is of hate, 
Collapse at sight of thee ! 

For Love is lord of all, in Childhood’s name, 
And knows not malice, or the touch of shame, 
Or any lack of faith by land or sea. 


Now shall be heard the heaven-saluting sound 
Of patriot voices and the glad rebound 
Of trump and cannon, famed in many fights 
That re-announce the rights 
Of sceptred Freedom, our true heritage ; 
Nor shall we need a scroll or battle-gage 
To prove its trustiness ! 
We have it safe ; and with it,—ocean wide 
And clear as God has willed it,—the good news 
Of leaguéd vows in lands that we possess 

- Out there beyond the billowy bounding tide 
Where this great Flag of ours absorbs the hues 
Of earth and sky and sea, as all men know; 
And how it scares the foe, 
And how to keep it pure, and proud, and high, 
The best of us would kiss its folds—and die! ”’ 


‘‘Isn’t it rather singular, Mr. Mackay, that none of the 
other poets were ‘up-to-date’ on this historic occasion ?” 

‘Yes, it was odd, and has been much commented upon,” 
said the author of the ‘‘ Love Letters.” ‘‘I was greatly surprised 
to find some of them celebrating the murder of President Carnot, 
in preference to saluting our own royal Heir. However, I am 
glad I was not only the first, but, by all report, actually alone 
in the field, especially with so vast an audience as was provided 
for me by the publication of the poem in the Dazly Telegraph. 
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According to the first clause in the Queen’s Speech for the pro- 
rogation of Parliament, the birth of an heir in the third genera- 
tion to the throne “‘ zs an event not merely propitious, but unprece- 
dented in the history of this country;” and I consider myself 
fortunate to have been the first to chronicle it in poetic form. 
Sir Edward Lawson, the ever kindly and genial proprietor of the 
Daily Telegraph, sent me a telegram of congratulation on the 
morning the Ode appeared in his paper, expressing his approval 
of my work—a courteous and friendly act which pleased me more 
than a whole column of printed praise would have done.” 
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As I rose to take my leave, I asked if I might look at the 
fine old violin which was lying on a table near, with the bow 
beside it. Mr. Mackay instantly handed it to me. 

‘‘ Without that violin it is possible I might never have thought 
of the ‘ Love Letters,’” he said, with a smile. ‘‘ They grew out 
of long hours spent in solitary improvising, and dreaming fan- 
tastic dreams over the music of the strings. I remember that 
the lines : 


‘ And some there be who smile in Hell 
For thinking of the sin that was so sweet,—’ 


came to me while I was playing one of Chopin’s melancholy 
mazurkas.”’ 


And his eyes watched me jealously while I examined 


oneition, whi 
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greeted my articles on the Never Never Country of Australia, 
when they were published in the Sydney Morning Herald and 
elsewhere. In these articles I set down some strange stories 
and some stranger modes of expression which prevail out in that 
country which even the ‘‘sundowner” has disowned. Sydney 
and Melbourne had never heard this vernacular, they had never 
got beyond the Darling or the Murrumbidgee, and nine-tenths 
of them never beyond the Hawkesbury. But for this Never 
Never Country, ‘‘out Tibbooburra way.” I had been travelling 
with Quin of Tarella, good Quin of Tarella, who was a partner 
of Mr. Pat Lang, a brother of the admirable Mr. Andrew Lang. 
After a long day’s travel, we had a wash, brush-up, a cup of 
tea, and a coil in the barracks. Now, you see, I am beginning 
to get my readers into difficulties, just as I got the townspeople 
of Australia into trouble with their own language. When Ken- 
nedy of Nuntherungie asked Quin of Tarella and myself to 
have a coil, I thought it was a new kind of snake-liquor. But 
no. Inside the barracks, Quin threw himself on a bed and 
coiled : which was the vernacular for sleep. But it was a long 
way beyond Nuntherungie that I heard the following little tale. 


% % % % 


Far out on Sturt’s Track we halted one night at 
a sheep-station, had a tuck-in—or, as the aboriginal ang 
says it, ‘‘ fill um bingee””—of browney, damper, and _ translates it. 
cold mutton, and then we went down to the wool- 
shed, where was the toughest lot of shearers that ever ‘‘ knocked 
down a cheque,” or ‘‘ made a town-ship dusty.” By the flare 
of tallow dips some were playing nap, but here and there the 
gossips of the back-blocks were yarning, or, as they put it out 
Tibbooburra way, ‘‘ having a reel.” With our ears glued to the 
chinks, we heard this ‘painful yarn.” ‘‘ Ere,” the shearer 
said, ‘‘ tell ye ’ow it was. I toddles off to the shed, pulls down 
me tongs, ’auls out a bloomin’ papillion, and was goin’ down 
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the whippin’ side, both blades ’eavily loaded, w’en the boss 
drops and shot me dead. I takes a ’op skip an’ a jump back 
to the ’ut, puts two folds in the ol’ shirallee, slings the ’og ’ide 
on the tall crocodile, goes up the river like a frog, sits down 
along Sleepy Jim’s muster, and strips a hundred and forty by 
four o’clock next.” 

Is it astonishing that people at Darling Point, Sydney, and 
in the Dandenong Road, Melbourne, hesitated to believe ? 
They called upon me for the interpretation thereof, and, with 
the help of Quin of Tarella, I gave it, as I give it here: 

‘‘ This is how it happened. I walked off to the shearing 
shed, took down my shears, hauled out a sheep, and I was 
clipping down the right hand side with all my might, when the 
manager came and discharged me. I went back to the hut, 
folded up my blanket, put the saddle on my horse, galloped 
up the river, stopped at Sleepy Jim’s sheep-pens, and shore a 
hundred and forty by four o’clock next day.” Perhaps you 
‘“ shirallee,” &c. 
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would care to trace the origin of ‘‘ papillion, 
But let THE IDLER readers guess awhile, and then I will ‘‘ guess 
again,” 


There is always a charm about the unexpected 

Burgin wantsto and the indefinite. Sometimes, however, the in- 
know, definite is rather worrying simply for the reason that 
one cannot get rid of it. The mere fact of not 

knowing how a story ends is sufficient to fill the ordinary human 

being witha wild and consuming’ desire to find out, although 

the circumstances may be such that it is utterly impossible for 

him todo so. As an instance of this,,I got into a train the 
other day at Liverpool Street Station, and immediately fell into 
conversation with an exceedingly good-looking young fellow 

who was evidently a sailor by profession. After I had given 

him a match for his pipe, he became very communicative, and, 

as the train sped out of the station, began to yarn of the dangers 
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he had passed and the many members of both sexes who had 
loved him on that account. This young fellow was full of the 
wine cf life, and told as many anecdotes as a _ professional 
raconteur. Amid the pleasurable excitement of listening to his — 
stories, I quite forgot to ask him the name of the station at 
which he intended to alight. ‘‘I should very much like to go 
to New South Wales,” I saidto him. ‘‘In the course of your 
wanderings were you ever there?” ‘‘ Well, you see,” he 
replied, ‘‘I was and I wasn’t.” ‘‘ That is a pity,” I said, 
‘‘T should like, to know something about Sydney. What do 
you mean by ‘you were and you weren’t?’” ‘* Well,” he 
answered, as he rammed some more tobacco into his meer- 
schaum with his little finger, ‘(it was in this way. When we 
got into Sydney Harbour I had a little difference of opinion 
with the first mate, so I downed him with a handspike and 
chucked him overboard. Then they shoved me into irons, so 
as to hand me over to the authorities. You see, there’s lots of 
sharks in Sydney Harbour, so there wasn’t much chance for the 
mate.” ‘ Oh,” said I, cif you knocked him on the head with a 
handspike and threw him into Sydney harbour, he was probably 
either drowned or eaten by sharks. How did you contrive to 
escape all responsibility for such acrime? You don’t look the 
sort of fellow to deliberately murder a man just for the pure fun 
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of it.” ‘‘ Well, you see,” he answered, ‘‘ it was in this way 
* * % x 


Just at that moment the guard cried out ‘‘ Edmin- 
ton! Edminton!” My nautical young friend, after But is 
imploring a blessing on his optics, exclaimed, ‘‘ This unsuccessful. 
is my station!” flung open the door, and disappeared 
into the capacious bosom of his family, the members of which — 
were waiting on the platform to receive this crime-stained youth. 
The aggravating part of the story is that I have never been 


able to find out from that day to this : 
11 
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(1) Was the mate killed when struck by the handspike ? 

(2) Was he drowned when thrown overboard ? 

(3) Was he eaten by a shark? 

(4) Did he escape these deaths, and, if so, how was he 
rescued ? 

(5) Who rescued him ? | 

(6) If he escaped, what was the punishment meted out to his 
would-be murderer ? : 

(7) How was it that this cheerful youth contrived to return 
to the bosom of his family with an unblemished character ? 


I shouted to my companion as the train sped out of the 
station, but he was already enveloped in the clerical embrace of 
a gentlemanly vicar, whose somewhat pragmatic countenance 
precluded all idea of his welcoming a prodigal son who had 
returned to the fold without expiating his crime. Sometimes, 
when I am unable to sleep at night, these foregoing questions 
rise up and haunt me. If by any chance ‘‘ this should meet the 
eye” of the sea-faring youth who handspiked the first mate, I 
should be much obliged, if, in remembrance of the courtesies I 
extended to him in that railway carriage, he will kindly send 
me a postcard and solve my doubts. - 


% * % % 


‘“No,” said a burglar I was chatting with the 

Harland meets other night, in the saloon-bar of a Shoreditch public, : 
a burglar. ‘‘I don’t mind dogs nor keepers, no more than I 
mind butlers or members of the family. I kin 

generally square ’em or scare ’em. What I does mind is 
ghosts.” ‘‘Ah,” said I, ‘‘ you are a believer in ghosts?” 

‘*A berliver? Why, I’ve bin a Swedenborgian these ten 
years,” he rejoined ; ‘‘ but blow me if I ever agin lie out to 
tackle a yaunted ’ouse. If you ain’t a berliver, and likes to 

py me a go of brandy, I'll tell you a story wottle convert you. 
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You could send it to the society for say Kick-all-research, you 
could, and they’d put it in their piper.” I ordered a glass of 
brandy, and my acquaintance resumed: ‘‘ Thenky. My friendly 
regards. Wull, it was this wye. A year ago larse Jenuerry I 
was a-doing the Northern Circuit along of a pal of mine nimed 
Blodgers, Jem Blodgers ; and when we come to Carlisle we 
yeard of a country ’ouse about ten miles suthard, on the Midland, 
what seemed to us to promise sport. Hoville Towers it was 
called ; and the femmily was awye, spending the winter on the 
Rivvy Error. The only pussons as slep on the premises was 
a footman and two mides, and the wing they ockipied was fur 
enough from the yall door for us to crack it without disturbing 
"em. What mide the job pertickiler attractive, I understood 
as ’ow in the libery there was a perfect copy of the first folio 
edition of Gelsenius’s ‘ Principia Astrologiz,’ bound in _tree- 
calf, and stamped with the arms of Margaret de Valois, which 
would fetch a yundred guineas in the book-market any dye of 
the year, and no questions arst. 


% % % *% 


‘*Wull, so Jem and me, one frosty afternoon, 
we hoofed down with our kit, a-passing of ourselves The burglar meets 
orf for travelling plumbers in the villages we had to @ ghost. 
go by, and reached the Towers just as the level rays 
of the setting sun were turning its ancient sandstone battlements 
to porphiry and gold. We took a look round while the light 
lasted, and then laid low, in a sheltered corner of the park, 
- indulging in desultory conversation, till the time come to proceed 
to business. I’m not denying it was a bit chilly and tiresome 
waiting there through the long watches of the winter night, 
but every trade ’as its ’ardships; and what between whisky 
(of which we’d brought a bottle) and ’ope (of which our ’earts 
were full), we menneged to keep our bludge a-circuliting. 
Wull, when I seen by my ticker that it was past midnight, we ‘ 


486 _ «- THE IDLER. 


crep up to the principal entrance, and, thanks to our trusty 
‘jemmies, bust it open as easy as if it was mide of cardboard, 
instead of genuine antique oak, what Miple might have bin 
proud of. After which we found ourselves a-standing in a large 
stone-pived ’all, ’ung round with antlers and swords and rusty 
suits of harmour, very grand and baronial. But, what 
immejiately arrested my attention, and brought every drop of 
blood in my body to a sudden standstill, as I flashed my bull’s- 
eye about the plice, was a big notice stuck up on the wall 
above the chimney, bearing the words, painted in black letters 
‘on white canvas, 


BEWARE OF THE GHOST! 


* % % % 


‘¢Wull, sir, I ain’t a timid man. I ain’t afeard 

And two detectives Of masters nor mistresses, nor dogs, nor keepers, 
meet the burglar. nor men-servants, nor mide-servants ; but I frankly 
confess I don’t fancy ’aving nothing to do with 

the denizens of the unseen world—that mysterious universe 

of Presences by which we dimly feel ourselves to be sur- 
rounded. So when I read that there notice, I was for chuck- 

_ing the job, and gitting off the property as fast as possible ; 

but Blodgers, who hadn’t got a trice of the spiritual in 

his whole composition, Blodgers ’e wouldn’t ’ear of it. I 
argued, I begged, I threatened, but it was no use. ‘ Stow your 

jaw,’ says Blodgers. ‘Shut up and be a bud agin,’ says ’e. 

And at larse, much against my better judgment, I guv in, 
though I warned Jem Blodgers at the time that he’d repent his 
obstinacy before ’e was an hour older; and as you'll see 
presently, ’e did, with a vengeance, and in a wye so gruesome 

that my flesh creeps even now to remember it. When I went 

into that ’ouse, sir, I had a yead of ’air as black as a raven’s 
wing, and a nose like an eagle’s beak ; and now you sees me 

with a pug nose and ’air of the colour of hashes. Wull, I’m an 
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authenticated kise of a man whose ’air turned gry and whose 
nose turned hup in a single night ; and that night the one what 
me and Jem lied out to burgle Hoville Towers. For no sooner 
had we left the yall, and entered the passage as led to the 
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libery At this thrilling moment in my friend’s tale 
the screen-door of the bar swung open and admitted two 
respectably dressed strangers. Blodgers’s partner, with a 
hastily muttered apology, instantly rose and slipped out; I 
have not met him since. A glance at the respectably dressed 


strangers showed me that they wore regulation baots. 


I was told he had married, and after that had 
heard no more about him. My impression was Sherard's story. 
that he was to be envied, for his wife was said to be 
beautiful and full of grace, he, himself, was young and handsome, 
and both were in a good position. He had gone abroad 
on the. day of his marriage, and I had not seen him since. 
Yet I recognised him at once when the other day I met him on 
‘Westminster Bridge, gazing mournfully on the murky waters of 
the Thames, and I was sorry to see how greatly he had changed. 
His face was haggard and pale, there was no elegance in his 
dress, and over all his disordered person was spread an air of 
unhappiness which distressed me as much as it filled me with 
Surprise. For it was apparent that it was not financial troubles 
which had caused this change in his once brilliant appearance. 
His clothes, if dusty and untidy, were: of irreproachable tailor- 
ship and finest cloth ; his crumpled linen was the best that Irish 
looms produced ; whilst a ring of great value which he wore 
contrasted painfully with his soiled hands and neglected finger- 
nails. When I had called on him by name he looked up from 
the water, and with lustreless eyes gazed into my face. 


% - % * 


Why ? 
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‘Oh, it’s you!” he said, after a pause. Then 
he added, ‘‘As we have met, let us go and have 
some dinner. I would like to tell you all about 

it.” With these words he hailed a cab and drove me off 
to a fashionable and expensive restaurant in Regent Street. 
He was very reserved on the way, and I could obtain from 
him no other answer to the many questions with which I 
plied him than an oft-repeated: ‘‘ Wait a bit, I will tell you 
all about it.” On arriving at our destination he handed the 


driver a sovereign, and, bespeaking a private room in the estab- 


lishment, ordered a dinner, which, in its bill of fare, as in the 
wine which was to accompany the dishes, showed that he had 
indeed not forgotten the customs of refined life. During dinner 
he was silent. It was not until after the appearance of the 
Marnier curacoa, of which he drank an inordinate quantity, 
that he began to speak. ‘‘I loved her deeply,” he said, 
‘without preface or prologue, ‘‘and when I ¢arried her off I 


‘considered myself the happiest man on God’s earth. Perhaps 


T ought not to have kissed her on the neck in the railway 
carriage. It shocked her, no doubt, for she started from me 
with an angry little cry. Yet the pale pink under the fair 
hair that curled in tiny ringlets over the nape of her neck was 
so inviting. No doubt it was a mistake also on my part to stay 
in Calais, intending to pass the night there. Had we gone on 
to Paris, as I had originally intended to do, all that would not 
have happened. But thé crossing had tired her; and then, of 
course, I did not know that we should meet that captain of 
dragoons. It was at the Casino that we met him, whilst the 


‘music was playing. He had a fine uniform and a most luxuriant 


moustache. No doubt the two had met before. It was, of 
course, imprudent of me, also, to go off, at her request, back to 
our hotel to fetch her sunshade which she had forgotten. A 
young bride should not be left alone. But I loved her so, and 
so trusted her that ” Here he interrupted himself and paused. 
Then suddenly pushing away the bottle of curagoa he said, 
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‘‘ This stuff is too sweet. I want something stronger. Would 
you mind rising to touch the bell in the corner over there. I 
will then tell you the rest of my story.” I rose and crossed the 
room. I touched the button, and, as if in response to the pressure 
of my finger, a loud report rang through the room. I turned, 
and saw my friend lying across the table, with a little stream of 
blood trickling over his disordered hair. The rest was silence. 


* * % % 


When you come to think of it, there is a lot of ro- | 
mance centred in and about a pack of fox-hounds. Tracy's account of 
In the first place, whilst actively connected with them @ fast run. 
you may break your neck, and such an incident com- 
pletely eclipses all else in your life by way of interest. Lastly— 
to hurry past all the possibilities of the matter—the amount of 
romancing done at dinner each night during the season gives 
long odds to every other form of sport, even fishing, though our 
American friends.have invented a new phrase as a sort of con- 
science buffer for the angler. They always say that a man 
‘claims ” to have caught a fish of a named weight. But I once 
knew a man who got a genuine bit of romance out of missing 
a run with the York and Ainsty. His wife was a wise woman, 
but impressionable, and as they had only been married six 
‘months, she felt sure that he had never loved anybody else—not 
even a certain Mrs. Ethel Ffyfe, who was a very gay widow on 
‘the verge of thirty, and of society. So pretty Mrs. Hutton 
‘believed her husband when the said one morning at breakfast 
‘that he was not going to hunt that day, but had some busincss 
‘which might keep him late for luncheon. He kissed her very 
‘tenderly as he left the room, so it was with smiling innocence 
that she opened a telegram which arrived ten minutes later, 
addressed, ‘* Hutton, the Cedars, York.” These were its con- 
tents: ‘‘ Try and come earlier. I am so impatient to see you. 
Staying Station Hotel, Ethel.” It was a woman’s message, in 
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its very phraseology, and it spoke to one. Mrs. Hutton did 
not faint or scream. She told James, the footman, to help her 
maid to pack her boxes, as she was going to town in an 
hour. Then she remembered that there was a telephone in the 
house on account of the distance of the livery stables. She 
rang up the Station Hotel, and said, ‘‘ Is Mrs. Ffyfe at home ? ” 
and the hall porter said ‘‘ Yes.”” James heard the question, and 
became very troubled, but he said nothing to Watson, the maid. 


* % % * 


When the boxes were ready, Mrs. Hutton thought 

And its ending. | she would convince herself of Dick’s duplicity, and 
wait to see him. He returned, as a matter of fact, 

before luncheon, and his wife heard him ask James if a telegram 
had arrived for him. Mrs. Hutton wondered why James said, 
‘*T think not, sir,” but she gave him a fiver next day because 
she said she heard it was his birthday. (James was born in 
June.) Dick murmured ‘‘ Thank God. She must have been mis- 
taken,” but, nevertheless, he looked troubled as he came and sat 
near his wife. ‘‘ Sweetheart,” he said, ‘‘I have something to 
tell you. A woman, a Mrs. Ffyfe, whom you may have heard 
of, has been bothering me a good deal, and has actually followed 
me here. So I thought it best to see her this morning and 
make it quite clear that I only loved one woman in the world, 
and that woman my wife. That is why I did not go to the meet 
to-day, and, as there should always be perfect confidence between 
us, I am now telling you about it. It was a very unpleasant 
affair, as she made a scene, but she has left for London and the 
Riviera, I should imagine.” Mrs. Hutton managed to smile as 
she said, ‘‘ What a goose she must be to imagine that anybody 
could come between me and my Dick. I hope you were not 
very nasty to her—poor thing. I must really order luncheon. 
Shall be back in a moment.” She left the room, found James 
in the hall, and said, ‘‘ Tell Watson to unpack as rapidly as 
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possible. I am not going to-day.” Then she came back, 
dropped on her knees by her husband’s chair, flung her arms 
round him, said, “ Oh, Dick, I do love you,” and began to cry. 
Dick only knows half the story to this day. 


Pleasby is a barrister, young but rising. I was 
in his chambers at the Temple the other day, when Armstrong's friend. 
there came a knock at the outer door, and we heard 
a feminine voice asking for Mr. Pleasby. ‘‘ Dash it,” he said, 
in an agitated tone, ‘‘this is too bad; I’m confoundedly busy. 
It’s an old lady I lost a case for the other day at a County Court ; 
queer old girl in blue spectacles and a poke bonnet. She’s 
going to appeal in person, thinks I was not good enough, and 
she told me she would come to me for some tips ; that fool 
Jonathan is letting her in.” ‘‘Let’s slip out to lunch,” I said. 
‘‘ Well,” answered Pleasby, hopefully, ‘‘Z might ; and you could 
choke her off and follow me; I’ll stand you lunch if you will. 
All right, Jonathan,” he whispered to his clerk, who had looked 
in. ‘‘I know all about it; keep the lady in your room while I 
get clear. You can manage to get rid of her for ever,” he added, 
turning to me. ‘‘All right,” I said, poring over Pleasby’s 
papers, with the air of one too busy to be lightly interrupted, and 
ready for anything from diplomacy to manslaughter, while he 
slipped out on tip-toe. ‘‘The lady, sir,” said Jonathan, a 
moment later, and went out, closing the door. | 


co] hope you don’t mind my coming, Mr. Pleasby,” 
she began; ‘‘ Charlie said you said I might.” I didn’t the friend's 
like being taken for Pleasby, even by a blind old lady, client. 
with a remarkably clear silvery voice, so I went on 
reading Pleasby’s briefs in the dim light without looking up. 
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‘‘ Charlie’s gone,” she continued, hurriedly; ‘‘ bolted just as you 
expected him to.” It was not quite the story I expected to hear, 
and I involuntarily glanced at her. I nearly jumped out of the 
chair. “Rum old girl! poke bonnet!” She was a dream of 
loveliness temporarily residing in a pinky creation of billowy 
muslin, chiffon, grenadine, crepon—I never know the names of 
the stuffs women wear—and a cream-coloured lace parasol lay 
on Pleasby’s table in front of me. ‘‘ Please don’t look at 
me,” she said, ‘‘ I feel so ashamed of it all.” She was crimson 
and there were tears in her eyes, so I averted mine, and she 
went on: ‘‘I’ll tell it all as shortly as I can; he has gone 
off with Esmeralda; he shot Jack before he left, with a 
revolver, and I guessed something was wrong for a long time ; 
he seemed more successful lately, only he never would say 
what he was doing; he used to be out till three in the morning ” 
(I tried to combine sympathy with severity ina nod); ‘‘and I 
used to find such odd things in his pockets; soap, and scent, 
and button-holes, and stove polish, and baking-powder. Charlie 
always said I’d better know nothing for the present, but I’m 
sure he never bought them, and he told me that if he had 
to leave London I was to go to you and ask for advice—you’re 
sorry about Jack being dead, of course?” ‘‘ Let’s see, which 
was Charlie and which was Jack?” I said, tentatively. ‘‘Charlie? 
My husband !” she exclaimed, in a surprised tone. ‘‘Really, Mr. 
Pleas 





” but the door was opened before I could explain. 
‘‘Miss Decherville,” cried Pleasby, hurrying into the room, 
**T’m so awfully sorry I only opened your note just now. I’m 
so annoyed about Jack ; I did hope—old as he was ” Then 
he glanced at me, and I went, for I saw she was going to 
speak ; and from that day to this Pleasby has been barely civil. 
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I have explained I could not help it, she talked so 
fast, and would have been so embarrassed if I had inter- And? 
rupted her. I had half-a-dozen good excuses for what 
I did. I don’t mind Pleasby being annoyed either, but I do want 
to know more about Charlie, who eloped with Esmeralda and 
deserted so charming a young lady, after collecting such curious 
articles, and shooting Jack (a German waiter and two faithful 
wives were the only persons whose murder I saw recorded in that 
week’s papers) ; and I should like to know how she learnt to be 
so philosophical, and how Pleasby came to receive calls from a 
lady who did not know him by sight, and whom he evidently 
thought was unmarried; and how, being a barrister with a 
commercial practice and the pink of professional etiquette; he 
came to receive a client who, apparently, should have been 
bestowing her confidences on an Old Bailey solicitor. 


This story, as a matter of fact, is not mine but my 
friend Stewart’s, and its peculiarity is that although Grew’s dilemma. 
I may see Stewart to-morrow, I shall still not know 
the end of it. Stewart himself knows as little about it as 
anyone; he presses me for a solution ; and still another reason 
for telling the story is that in narrating it to an enlarged circle 
of auditors, my own speculations may be set at rest and 
Stewart’s peace of mind restored. ‘‘It happened during the 
cab strike,” Stewart despairingly tells me, ‘after I had dressed 
to go to a concert at St. James’s Hall. I walked; and am now 
persuaded that I must have been set down at the wrong stair- 
case. The first intimation I had that something was wrong was 
at the door of the Great Hall. A young person on either side of 
the door handed mea printed form. ‘I don’t want two pro- 
grammes,” I began, fumbling in my pockets for small change, 
when one of the young ladies smilingly protested that there was 
no charge and that she would give me a pink paper if I liked. 
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Somewhat bewildered I pushed on and found myself in the large 
hall. It was almost deserted ; a decanter of water and a glass 
alone occupied the platform, and I was considering whether I 
hadn’t come to the wrong concert, when I perceived a graceful 
girl advancing towards me. ‘‘How do you do?” says she, 
holding out a pretty gloved hand. ‘‘How do you do?” I 
responded, wondering who the deuce we both were. ‘‘I’m so 


glad you’ve come,” says the girl. (‘‘I was rather glad my- 
self,” Stewart observes at this point. ‘‘ Her eyes were stars.”’) 
‘*You’d like to see my sister?” she went on. (‘‘I thought it | 
might be an agreeable experience,” Stewart comments, ‘‘ but, 
on the other hand, her sister might not be so pleased to see me ; 
so J fenced with the suggestion.”) ‘‘ Well, you'll see her in the 


Committee Room,” she added. ‘‘ We shall want you this even- 





ing, for the enemy will be here in force. I see they’ve given you 
some of their leaflets.” I glanced at the papers in my hands, 
and hurriedly took in that they referred to the rights of the 
woman worker with regard to—bless you, I didn’t understand 
it! ‘* Yes,” I said feebly, ‘but I can’t quite make them out.” 
‘‘ They are rather incoherent,” she said, sympathetically. «* I’I!1 
go through them with you.” 


She went through them at gratifying length, though 

The papers. I did not profit much from her explanation, being occu- 
pied chiefly in hoping that she would go on for ever. 

When at last she paused, I, being anxious only that she should 





go on, fell a victim to my evil genius, which prompted me to an 
irremediable mistake. ‘‘ Would you mind,” I innocently asked, 
‘‘explaining to me what this meeting is about?” She glanced 
at me ina startled way, less in anger, I could see, than in the 





clear belief that my brain was softening ; and, with a rather 
forced smile, made some excuse and left me. She took my pro- 
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‘gramme with her. While I still measured the depth and area of 
my mistake, another girl came upto me. She wore spectacles— 
and sensible boots. ‘‘This is indeed a pleasure,” she began, 
‘*we shall want you this evening.” Iremarked with some dimi- 
nution of my previous cordiality that I was sorry for that. ‘‘ Oh, 
not at all,” she returned, ‘‘We don’t mind the opposition party, 
‘especially if their presence brings you to our aid. You’re going 
on the platform?” said she. ‘‘No, I’m not,” I said. ‘‘ Oh, 
but you must!” said she. ‘‘ What for?” said I. ‘‘Oh, you 
must say a few words,” said she. ‘‘ Not if I know it,” said I. 
‘*Oh, but ” she broke off suddenly, ‘‘ Here they come!” 
At that moment, to the blare of a couple of bands that ought to 
have been prosecuted, two processions, one of them of decayed 
cabmen, entered the Hall and took possession of the seats. I 
just caught a glimpse of the arch, vivid face of my first girl 
looking half-smilingly, half-doubtfully towards me—I paused, I 
turned, I fled. 





‘‘ Well,” I say to Stewart, ‘it is rather puzzling ; 
but, after all, it was an experience.” Stewart shakes And the solution? 
his head sadly. ‘‘It isn’t that I want to know 
who I was,” he says, ‘‘or what I was expected to do to the 
opposition party, or why there was an opposition party ; it is 
that I dare never find out who Ske was.” And in the hope that 
she may perhaps come forward to explain and to forgive Stewart 
his unwitting deception, I venture to put his case before you. 
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If, Mr. IDLER, you have an artist on board 
An Esculapian holi- YOur literary caravel who can draw a skull- in 
day-maker has a the act of talking, let him show his skill without 
Strange adventure. any aid except what he may gather from the gossip 
of one on this southern shore of the planet. It 
had been very wet for many hours, but in the evening it 
cleared up a little. I had mooned through the day with THE 
IpLER,. ‘‘ Hudibras,’” ‘‘Colonel Jack,” and the ‘‘ Heavenly 
Twins,” when suddenly near bed-time, which I keep religiously, 
somebody or something said ‘‘ Walk out.” It was so imperative, 
I was obliged to go; so, quite mechanically, and very sleepily, I 
set forth. I felt, like Pope’s friend, and my friend, Dr. Arbuth- 
not, I could do anything but walk, yet I walked until I was tired 
out of mind and body, ,the low moan of the sea coaxing me on. 
At last I came unto a street witha steep hill leading to a church, 
and as I ascended I saw by a faint moonlight where I was. I[ 
climbed the steps, crossed the porch, turned to the right, and, 
descending to the left, found a door with broken little pillars that 
had once supported a beautiful archway.. The door was that of 
a crypt in which, long ago, I had spent three days measuring 
bones and skulls that were there. Sitting down on a kind of 
low parapet, I recalled that research, calculating the number of 
years that had fled by, and reading, as if it were before my eyes, 
the itinerary of Daniel Defoe, descriptive of the same place in the 
time when Queen Anne rose to the throne. Gradually there 
came over me a murmuring sound, which might be the sea: 
wind coursing through the trees as if it were bearing some- 
thing landward, but by-and-bye it became clear that the noise 
proceeded from within the crypt, and resolved into an awful 
jabber, sharp, rattling, rusty. In time, two words and a 
rattle rolled out of the noise. The words were, ‘‘ Come in, 
come in, come in”; and then the rattle, a loud and jabbery 
laugh. I am not a coward in these things. I never was. 
When I went first to serve my ‘‘ rudimans,” @ Ja Dr. Cophagus, 
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an older pupil thought to frighten me by putting a skeleton 
into my bed in our double-bedded room. As I was about 
to get into bed there was my bony ffriend fast asleep, 
with his head resting on his right hand. How pleasant he 
looks, I said to myself, and, lifting him gently out of bed, I 
clothed him neatly in my fellow pupil’s own night-gown, and 
hung him on the peg at the back of the door, where my friend 
usually swung his best surtout coat. Then I carefully got into 
my friend’s bed, put out the candle, and waited results. I had 
not long to wait. Soon my tricky companion came in, light in 
hand, on tip-toe. He went to the bed where the skeleton should 
be and was startled to find nothing there; then, turning to the 
door, and seeing what was in his own night-dress grinning at 
him, the superstitious awe he intended for me fell upon himself, 
so that, but for my prompt aid, he would have fainted on the 
floor. He recovered to fly from the room, soon from the house, 
and also soon from a profession he never was fitted to adorn. 


To return, I was not affrighted now. I moved to 
the door of the crypt, and, for some reason, found the Inacrypt. 
cave keeper had by a strange accident left the key in 
the lock ; so in I walked, the moon rising and lighting up the 
place delightfully. A kind of camp-stool gave a ready seat, and 
as I took advantage of it I gathered in the scene—a crypt of 
skulls. The skulls were piled up in two pyramids opposite each 
other, having left their legs, and ribs, and arms in.a large heap 
straight ahead, neatly packed but rather damp towards the floor. 
They were now so silént they made me again undergo that 
drowsiness I had felt outside. ‘‘ They are trying to hypnotise 
me,” I said, once more talking to myself, ‘‘but they shan’t do 
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it, not a bit of it.”” Suddenly they began to jabber again, and 
when I looked about, although they had not moved a line, all 
their sockets were on me, the lower ones down, the upper ones 
up. It was a strange sensation, like a pleasant turn at a rapid 
rate ina merry-go-round. It was impossible to keep looking 
at them, and I tried to close my eyes as well as my ears. 

The jabber ceased, but was followed by a more curious cir- 
cumstance. On my right hand there was a table with two skulls 
on it. One was avery big skull indeed, very dark, very high, 
with an enormous square jaw. He rested on a little pillar, side 
face to me. 

‘* Push me a bit forward,” he said. 

“Why 2” a 

‘* Because I want freedom of speech. Aren’t you anatomist 
enough to know that you talk with your lower jaw, and how can 
I speak clearly with mine flat out on a board?” 

‘Quite right,” moving him into a freer position, ‘‘ but how 
can you talk without a tongue?” 

‘*Aren’t you surgeon enough to know that a man can talk 
without a tongue?” 

“Tam.” 

‘Then don’t ask any more silly questions. I’ve a grudge 
against you.” 

‘‘Against me? That’s appalling !” 

‘You once came here, you turned me upside down in soft 
clay, boxed me tight in it, and then, through the big hole in the 
centre of me, you filled me with water.” 

‘That was to try your we capacity ; “iid the quantity of 
brain you once used to carry.” 

‘*T don’t care what it was for, I didn’t like it.” 

‘“Who are you?” I asked, respectfully. 

‘“Who am I? I am what you see me.” 

‘So you are, but who were you?” 

‘* That’s different ; well, I was sword-bearer to Vortigern.”’ 
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‘Go on, I should like to hear about him.” 

‘* A love-story about him ?” 

‘Of all things. I want it for the readers of THE IDLER.” 

‘They must wait. I hate Idlers. Impatience will do them 
good, it will stirthem up. Poor beggars! ‘ 
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lists lay claim to Australia, and whether it will finally fali to Mr. 
Boldrewood, or Mr. Hornung, or Mr. Boothby, remains to be 
seen. As for India, it is one of the possessions of Mr. Kipling, 
although, like the British drum-beat, his territorial rights stretch 
clear around the globe. Even the United States, vast as it is, 
has been divided between two men only: Mr. Bret Harte en- 
joying a monopoly of all that is picturesque among Americans, 
_and Mr. Howells contenting himself with the still larger field of 
all that is uninteresting. 

France, Germany, and England may have a good deal of 
trouble among themselves over their conflicting African claims, 
but no one willdisturb Mr. Haggard. His dominion is so well 
established, that any one who should venture to write an African 
novel would at once be called Mr. Haggard’s imitator. It would 
not be necessary to go to the extreme length of stealing Mr. 
Haggard’s patented Zulu warrior (with miraculous axe attach- 
ment, substantially as set forth in the patentee’s drawings and 
specifications). Any story dealing with African savages, an 
heroic hunter, and two or three adventurous English travellers, 
would constitute a flagrant breach of Mr. Haggard’s territorial 
rights. So, too, the man who should write a Canadian story 
would have hard work to prove that he was not imitating Mr. 
Parker, and his only possible defence would be to establish to 
the satisfaction of everybody that he had written a better story 
than any of Mr. Parker’s stories—a task which few men would 
be rash enough to attempt. 

This division of the earth among contemporary novelists has 
not, as yet, included Greenland, where some new writer can lay 
the scene of a story, in which the heroine will wear seal-skin 
trousers, and calm her troubled heart with mighty draughts of 
train oil. Neither has any novelist seized upon China, where 
‘great things may yet be done by a story-teller who really knows 
something of that modern and multitudinous sphinx, the China- 
man. But with these exceptions there is very little desirable 
territory which is not pre-empted. This, of course, greatly ham- 
pers new novelists who are compelled to write novels dealing 
only with English men and women at home. England is the 
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common possession of everybody, and even the American writer 
who does not wish to imitate either Mr. Harte or Mr. Howells 
is compelled, like Mr. Henry James, to lay the scene of his 
stories in London, or in some one of the many little English colo- 
nies to be found in Continental cities. The English novelist who 
wishes to write a story, characterised by some little novelty, is 
reduced to inventing Dodos or other fabulous creatures, an 
attempt which fails more frequently than it. succeeds. 

This state of thing's is so plain to every writer that I wonder 
that no one has rushed in to occupy the Greenland or the Chinese 
field. A Greenland story would at once attract attention because 
of its novelty, and we, who have never been to Greenland, could 
warmly recognise the truth of its local colour, and the profound 
knowledge of Esquimaux character shown by the writer. An 
Advanced Esquimaux maiden with a wild desire to wear petticoats 
instead of trousers, and to drink tea instead of train oil, could: 
hardly fail to charm the reader. I am afraid, however, that the 
Advanced Esquimaux maid would not survive beyond the first 
four or five chapters, for I understand that whenever an Esqui- 
maux woman exhibits symptoms of Advanced Thinking she is 
immediately set adrift on an ice-floe. The Esquimaux are a 
remarkably intelligent race of savages, as is shown by the fact 
that they invented the kayak, centuries before the late ‘‘ Rob 
Roy” McGregor re-invented it in England. 


Mr. Gilbert Parker has written a number of thoroughly ex- 
cellent short stories, and his recent novel, ‘‘ The Translation of 
a Savage,” stood out conspicuously from the ruck of ordinary 
novels. But in his newest book, ‘‘ The Trail of the Sword” 
(Methuen & Co.), he has unmistakably “arrived.” It is a 
Canadian story, written with the firm hand of a man who knows" 
not only every inch of the ground which he treads, but who also 
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knows how to wield his pen. Mr. Parker is one of the few nove- 
lists who has a style which 1s thoroughly his own, and which is 
also thoroughly good. Any man can, with patience in wrong- 
doing, form a bad style, and patent it, but to acquire a good 
style, without at the same time imitating some one of the great 
masters of Style, is an achievement of which a man has a right 
to be proud. The “Trail of the Sword” is not a long book, 
but that is due to the fact that it is severely condensed. Mr. 
Parker has put into @ single volume what a less conscientious 
writer would have expanded to three. No one who knows 
Canada can fail to recognise the pre-Raphaelite fidelity with 
which Mr. Parker’s vivid and picturesque scenes are painted. I 
wonder why Mr. Parker has never yet written of Chambly Castle. 
Few men know that picturesque ruin, for it lies outside of the 
track of travel, but it is haunted with the ghosts of early Cana- 
dian heroes, and I have long been waiting for the man who shall 
weave a romance around it. Clearly Mr. Parker is the man to 
do this, and some day I shall take up a new book by him, and 
shall find as a frontispiece a picture of the crumbling walls and 
bastions of Chambly Castle. How the rapids of the Richelieu 
murmur of the dead centuries beside the walls of the only ruined 
castle that America possesses! Has Mr. Parker ever heard 
them? If so, how has he resisted putting their whisperings into 
words ? | 


The evils of thinking that one thinks are forcibly illustrated 
in ‘* This Man’s Dominion” (Methuen & Co.). All the people 
in the story are guilty of the error of thinking that they think. 
The hero is an unnamed variety of dissenting preacher, who 
seems to think that all sorts of creeds are wrong, and who is 
clearly in the mental condition of one who ‘dunno where he 
are.” Of the two heroines, one is an extreme Ritualist, who, 
nevertheless, marries the dissenting preacher, and the other is 
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a worldly young person who thinks that she would have been 
glad to marry the same all-conquering preacher if she had 
been able to win him. There is a third young woman, who 
thinks that she is some sort of an atheist, and wishes to go and 
be a rollicking ‘‘ Comrade,” whereas what she really needs is 
the restraining influence of bromide of potassium. It is a 
notorious fact that the woman who thinks she thinks 1s as good 
as lost, and that the preacher who indulges in the same delusion 
seldom fails to come to grief. It need not, therefore, surprise 
the reader to find that ‘‘ This Man’s Dominion ”’ is by no means 
a cheerful book. Nevertheless, it shows decided power, and, 
however impatient we may be with the mental processes of the 
author’s men and women, we become interested in them, and 
in their respective fates. This is the supreme merit of every 
good novel, and it gives ‘‘ This Man’s Dominion” a right to 
respectful consideration. Moreover, the author has, stopped 
short of inventing a new religion, and this self-restraint places 
her far above the ordinary writer of theological novels. 


M. Zola is probably the most accurate man living, so far as 
any statement of facts that he may make is concerned. His 
fellow-countrymen, indignant at the merciless description of 
French military incompetency in the ‘‘ Debacle,” attempted to 
prove that Zola had made mistakes in his story of the Sedan 
Campaign, but their nearest approach to success was in casting 
doubt on the statement that Napoleon III. painted his face. 
More recently an effort had been made to convict Zola of 
inaccuracy in his account of Bernadotte and Lourdes, but so far 
the attempt has been a complete failure. When we remember 
the mistakes that the best military historians, and the most 
careful writers on matters of religious controversy, seldom fail 
to make, the accuracy of Zola seems marvellous. This suggests 
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the question whether the school, which he had founded, ought 
not to turn its attention to writing blue books and government 
reports. Suppose, for example, that Zola could be induced to 
write a novel on the condition of the British navy, or on the 
opium question. In that case we should have a report that 
would be far more accurate than any report that a Parliamentary 
Commission could produce, and that would, moreover, have the. 
merit of being eminently readable—a merit that the average 
Government report signally lacks. When the Opium Commis- 
sion makes its report, not more than one in a hundred of the 
anti-opium faddists will read it, and their opinion as to the 
matter will remain precisely as it is at present. Whereas, 
were Zola to present all the facts of the case in the guise of a 
novel, it would not only be universally read, but the reader would 
be compelled to believe in its accuracy. In the whole range of 
anti-alcohelic diatribes there is nothing that can be compared 
for one moment with the ‘‘ Assommoir ” as an argument against 
drunkenness. The inhumanity and folly of war were never so 
powerfully exposed as in the ‘‘ Debacle,” and if a man wishes 
to learn the truth as to the condition of the miners, and the 
inward history of a mining strike, ‘‘Germinal” will give him 
more information than a shelf full of blue books. I am con- 
vinced that Zola’s true sphere is the writing of Government 
reports. The French Government ought to emplov him at an 
enormous salary to prepare one such report every year. In 
that way it would become possible for Frenchmen to learn 
something about themselves. The official romances which are 
now put forth by the Government in the shape of reports upon 
the Panama matter, or the misappropriation of public funds at 
Toulon and elsewhere, are dull and untrustworthy in comparison 
with the yellow-covered reports that Zola would write, and that 
every man and woman in France would read. 
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What is it that constitutes a minor poet, and in what does 
the essential minority of his poems consist? Are they ‘‘ minor 
poems ”’ because they are less in quantity, or because they ‘are 
feebler in quality, than the poems of real poets? MHere is a 
volume of minor poems by Mr. Richard Norman Morris Jones, 
entitled ‘‘ Songs of Several Things” (Peters & Sons). There 
are musical lines in the volume, and there are occasionally 
distinctly poetical thoughts, but there is nothing that rises to 
the standard of full-grown, robust verse. The minor poet 
either echoes a great poet, in which case the original is greatly 
to be preferred to the imitation, or he writes his own feeble 
rhymes, for which it is impossible to suppose that there is any 
real demand. Take, for example, the four lines entitled ‘A 
Tragedy,’’ which may be found on the tenth page of the volume 
in question. They are as follows :— 


‘© The lovers lean across the gate, 
And go not yet, she maketh moan ; 
The fierce far-bouncing father comes, 
She swingeth on the gate alone.” 


This certainly gives us a vivid picture. We can see the 
lover flying down the street; the triumphant father gazing 
proudly at his victorious boot, and the unhappy maiden left to 

swing in gloomy solitude. We cannot deny that the verse has 
true poetic merit, but the question arises would it ever have 
been written had not Spenser written ‘‘The Faérie Queen.” 
Obviously 1t is a mere echo of Spenser, and an echo, unless it | 
has the originality of an Irish echo, is an utterly useless thing. 

But the small, invertebrate rhymes of the minor poet, are 
even less defensible than are his echoes. This is the way in 
which the minor poet writes when giving us his own powerful 
thoughts. Mr. Jones remarks :— 

‘“‘ My pussy-cat with spotless fur, 
And ever zenith-pointing tail, 
Thou biddest me look up and pur, 
When earthly hopes and pleasures fail.” 


Now this is quite unobjectionable, so far as its ethical 
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tendency is concerned. The idea is simply expressed, and its 
teaching is commendable. But what is there in the verse that 
isnew? The same idea has been expressed in verse a thousand 
times, and it makes no difference whether it is a kitten’s tail, or 
a church spire, that invites the poet to look upward. Why then 
should Mr. Jones insist upon being a minor parrot, as well as a 
minor poet? The world ought to have no room for minor 
poets, or minor painters, or minor violin players. Unless a 
man can excel in whatever art he undertakes he should let it 
alone. Especially is this true of poetry. There is already more 
good poetry in the world than we need. A careful calculation, 
made by an eminent statistician, shows that if the really good 
English poetry now in print were to be divided by the number 
of persons in Great Britain who can read, there would be nearly 
seven yards of poetry for each person. This is as much as any 
man can profitably use, and there is no possible excuse for the 
efforts of the minor poets to add yard upon yard of indifferent 
verse to the stock in hand. 


The newspaper seems to have lost all sense of proportion, 
and it habitually gives to news of no possible importance as 
‘much space as it gives to matters of universal interest. Latterly 
the newspapers have been giving us long accounts of the fighting 
which is taking place in Samoa between tribes of naked savages 
in quarrels, of the origin and meaning of which no man cares a 
rush. Meanwhile, the same newspapers have not given us the 
slightest news as to the health of Mr. Stevenson. Now, the only 
news from Samoa which would be of the slightest consequence, 
would be news relating to Stevenson, but the newspapers will 
give us half-a-column of despatches concerning this or that 
native king, with never a mention of Stevenson’s name. 

Samoa must be a delightful place of residence to any one 


THE BOOK HUNTER. 509° 


who is not compelled to live there ; but man is so constituted 
that he inevitably hates what he is obliged todo. Mr. Stevenson, 
as is well known, is compelled to live in Samoa in order to live 
at all, and hence he must find the place terribly wearisome. 
Some six months ago I saw, as everyone else saw, a letter from 
Stevenson, in which he spoke of his exile in a way that was to 
me intensely pathetic. How he must long for the morning 
papers, and for the new books that London and Paris constantly 
send out! Suppose that every reader of THE IDLER should send 
Stevenson a newspaper, or a new book. The next steamer 
to Samoa would be fairly loaded down with mailbags addressed 
to Mr. Stevenson, and their arrival could not fail to lighten, for 
a time at least, the burden of exile. I don’t imagine that two 
hundred thousand newspapers and books would flood Samoa 
with new sunlight, but then sunlight is not what Stevenson 
wants. <A good wet Scotch mist, or a reasonably thick London 
fog would be far more welcome to the exile, and among the two 
hundred thousand books and newspapers, there would be scores 
of progressive journals, and theological and political novels, 
that would furnish fog and mist enough to satisfy any one. 


Mr. Stanley Weyman’s new story, ‘‘My Lady Rotha” (A. 
D. Innes & Co.), fully justifies his invasion of German territory, 
and he will henceforth have a much better claim to the Rhine 
provinces than has France. Like his previous stories, ‘‘ My 
Lady Rotha” is full of adventure. How Mr. Weyman can 
devise so many hand-to-hand fights, and so many wonderful 
escapes from imminent danger, and still never repeat himself, 
is a marvel. In every chapter he gives us some incident that 
stirs the blood, and his stories are so deftly constructed that the 
reader never reaches a point where he can lay them down 
unfinished. There is, of course, plenty of blood in Mr. Weyman’s 
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new book, but it is served in medizval silver goblets and not in 
barbaric hogsheads, like the African blood that flows so freely in 
Mr. Haggard’s stories. We can gratify our natural taste for 
blood while reading Mr. Weyman’s romances, and at the same 
time feei that we are not smearing our hands and faces. 

Nobody can be expected to take any great interest in the 
Thirty Years’ War. Even the actors in that inexcusably long 
struggle must have forgotten its origin, and it is notorious that. 
the leaders frequently forgot on which side they were fighting. 
Mr. Weyman’s story deals with the Thirty Years’ War, but he 
never once mentions the causes that led to it. He concerns 
himself only with the fortunes of the Lady Rotha and Martin 
Schwartz, and has not the slightest desire to teach history to his 
readers. Of course it is impossible to read ‘‘ My Lady Rotha”’ 
without incidentally learning bits of German history, but they are 
so skilfully mixed with romance that they will do the reader no 
realharm. ‘‘My Lady Rotha” will certainly be found to be as 
interesting as ‘‘A Gentleman of France,” and higher praise no 
historical novel need receive. 


Some one with a passion for philology and swearing recently 
desired to know the origin of the expletive, ‘‘ Great Scott!” 
It seems that this mild substitute for swearing has become very 
popular among Englishmen, now that Dodo and her kind have 
taken possession of the more sulphurous expressions, and 
thereby led men to feel that their use is a sign of effeminacy. 
‘*Great Scott !’’ is American in its origin. More than a gene- 
ration ago the American General Scott captured the city of 
Mexico, and his admiring countrymen at once decided that he 
was the greatest general the world had ever seen. In their 
adoration of him they even went to the length of swearing by 
him, and to exclaim ‘‘ Great Scott!” became an evidence of 
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patriotism. The name and fame of General Scott have not 
survived the Civil War, where real fighting was done by real 
generals, but ‘‘ Great Scott!” was so satisfactory, and at the 
same time so innocent a substitute for profanity, that it has 
gained steadily in popularity, and threatens to become the 
favourite expletive of the English-speaking races. It is con- 
stantly used in England by those who have not an idea that they 
are virtually acquiescing in the apotheosis of an American 
soldier. Perhaps if this were generally known, ‘‘ Great Scott !” 
would be superseded by ‘‘ Great Bobs!” The latter would have 
a rather more rotund and mouth-filling sound, and would, 
therefore, more fully satisfy the deep wants of our spiritual 
nature. 


The worst mistake a novelist can make is to write an 
exceptionally clever book, unless, indeed, he is certain he can 
write another equally clever. Mr. George Cable furnishes a 
striking illustration of this fact. Years ago he wrote ‘‘ The 
’ a book so fresh, so powerful, and so brilliant, 
that he was at once recognised as a writer of exceptional 
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genius. Never had a novelist written a story of greater 
promise ; but the promise has never been fulfilled. Mr. Cable’s 
subsequent books were not without passages of obvious merit, 
but they were painfully and undeniably tedious. That the man 
who wrote ‘‘The Grandissimes”” was capable of following it 
with a book as heavy and dull as ‘‘ Dr. Sevier,” is a terrible 
warning to a new novelist not to be too clever. It is better to 
persevere in writing moderately good books, than it is to write 
one great book, and ever afterwards to fail to meet the just 
expectations of the public. 

Mr. Cable’s new story—‘‘ John March, Southerner” (Samp- 
son Low & Co.)—is better than anything he has done since 
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he Story of Ung. 
(A FABLE FOR THE CRITICISED.) 


By RupyArRpD KIPLING. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY A. S. Boyp. 


NCE on the glittering ice-field, thousands of years ago, 
Ung, a maker of pictures, fashioned an image of snow. 
Fashioned the form of a tribesman. Gaily he whistled and sung, 
Working the snow with his fingers. Read ye the story of Unz. 


Pleased was his tribe with the image ; came in their hundreds to 


scan— 
Handled it, smelt it, and grunted: ‘‘ Verily, this is a man! 
Thus do we carry our lances ; thus ts a war-belt slung. 
Lo! it is even as we are. Glory and honour to Ung.” 


Later, he pictured an Aurochs—later, he pictured a bear— 
Pictured the Sabre-tooth tiger dragging a man to his lair— 
Pictured the mountainous Mammoth, hairy, abhorrent, alonc— 
Out of the love that he bore them, scribing them clearly on bone. 


Swift came the tribe to behold them, pushing and peering and 


still— 
Men of the berg-battered beaches, men of the boulder-hatched 


hill— 
Hunters and fishers and trappers, presently whispering low : 
‘Ss Yea, they are like—and it may be ; but how does the Picturc- 


man know ? 


‘© Ung—has he slept with the Aurochs--watched where the 


Mastodons roam ? 
Spoke on the ice with the Bowhead- -followed the Sabre-tooth 
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Bah ! these are toys of his fancy! If he have cheated us so, 
How is there truth in his image—the | man that he fashioned of 
snow ?” | 


Wrath was that maker of pictures. Hotly he answered the call : 

‘* Hunters and fishers and trappers, children and fools are ye all ! 

Look at the beasts when ye hunt them!” Swift from the tumult 
he broke, . 7 

Ran to the cave of his father, and told him the shame that they 
spoke. 


And the father of Ung gave answer, that was old and wise in 
the craft, 

Maker of pictures aforetime, he leaned on his lance and laughed. 

‘‘ Tf they could see as thou Breet they would do what thou hast 
done, 

And each man would make him a picture, and—what would 
become of my son? 


‘‘ There would be no pelts of the reindeer, flung down at thy feet 
for a gift, | 

Nor dofe of the oily timber that comes on the Baltic drift, 

No store of well-drilled needles, nor ouches of amber pale, 

No new-cut tongues of the bison, nor meat of the stranded 
whale. | 


‘¢ Thou hast not toiled at the fishing when the sodden trammels 
freeze, 

Nor rowed the war-boats outward, through the rush of the rock- 
staked seas ; 

Yet they bring thee fish and plunder—full meal and an easy 
bed— 

And all for the sake of thy pictures,” - And Ung held down his 
head. 
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‘¢ Thou hast not stood to the Aurochs when the red snow reeks 
of the fight— : | 

Men have no time at the houghing to count his curls aright. 

And the heart of the hairy mammoth thou sayest they do not 


see, | 
Yet they save it whole from the beaches, and boil the best for 


' thee. 


# 
‘‘And now do they press to thy pictures, with opened mouth © 


and eye, 
And a little gift in the doorway, and the praise no gift can buy : 
But, sure, they have doubted the pictures, and that is a burning 
stain— 
Son that can see so clearly, return them their gifts again.” 


And Ung looked down at his deerskins—their broad gut-tasselled 
bands— 

And Ung drew downward his mittens, and looked at his naked 
hands ; a 

And he gloved himself and departed, and he heard his father 
behind : ) 

“Son that can see so clearly, rejoice that thy tribe ts blind ?”’ 


Straight on the glittering ice-field, by the caves of the lost 
Dordogne, 

Ung, a maker of pictures, went to his scribing on bone, 

Even to mammoth editions. Gaily he whistled and sung, 

Blessing the tribe for their blindness. Heed ye the story of Ung. 


- 











Bhhe CGhoristmas Picture. 
| By ROBERT BARR. | 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY STANLEY L. Woob. 


LTHOUGH it was a lovely day, with the sky bluer than 
an English sky has any right to be, Jimmy Sprowle came 
away from his interview with the grocer very much depressed 
in spirits. The interview had been extremely unsatisfactory 
from Jimmy’s standpoint. The grocer, good man, was not in 
. the business for his health, and wanted his money. He refused 
point blank to furnish Jimmy with any more of the supplies of 
life. This being the case, young Sprowle did not see how he 
was going to manage. He had been living on that grocer for 
the past two weeks, and the tradesman, beginning to get 
anxious, had made inquiries. Notwithstanding the fact that 
Ji nmy lived in the most expensive studio buildings in London, 
t'.e grocer found reason to doubt that he was as prosperous as 
lt e seemed, and so refused further credit. 

Jimmy was very much disappointed, because his friend had 
told him that the simple address of the Stilvio Studios was good 
for any amount of credit with any tradesman in London. The 
grocer was a shrewd man; and he discovered, first, that Jimmy 
was not a tenant of the Stilvio Studios, but that a friend had 
lent him his two rooms in that palatial building while the 
friend, an artist of some note, had gone off to Switzerland for 
the summer. The grocer further ascertained that Jimmy was a 
man of no repute whatever; and, what was more to the point, 
had no effects and no customers. 

‘*If you could show me an order from some one,” said the 
grocer, ‘‘even a-410 order for a picture, why then I might let 
you have a little credit. But as it is, I see no chance of being 
repaid, and I can’t support the unemployed of London, you 
know.” | 

The attitude assumed by the grocer was so reasonable that 
Jimmy could find no words with which to combat it ; so he left 
the place with bowed head, and spirits away down below zero. 
Life was not so easy a problem as he had thought. He imagined 
that when Brentwood had so generously given up his studio, 
free of rent and taxes, to him, that he would have no difficulty 
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in earning at least his daily sandwich. But two weeks of semi- 
starvation had shown him his mistake. He was sure of a place 
to sleep and work in for the next few months, and that was 
something ; besides, summer was coming on, so he needed to 
buy no coals. 

Rich customers sometimes rapped at his door, but they were 
always in quest of some other man; and if no one ever came to 
even look at his pictures, what was a young fellow todo? All 
he wanted was a chance. He knew that he drew better pictures 
than many who were daily refusing work ; but then every young 
artist knows that, and it doesn’t count. Thus he meditated 
bitterly on things as they were until he came to the door of the 

huge Stilvio Studio Buildings, and there his reverie was inter- 
rupted by a small boy in buttons, who asked him if he knew 
where Mr. Sprowle lived. 

‘‘Mr. Sprowle?” asked Jimmy, in. surprise. ‘I’m Mr. 
Sprowle.” 

‘‘Mr. J. Sprowle ?”’ said the boy, cautiously. 

‘‘ Yes, that is my name.” 

‘‘ Then here is a letter for you,” said Buttons. 

As Jimmy took the letter he noticed on the envelope the 
name, Zhe Jllustrated Sphinx, and his heart beat high. Here, 
perhaps, might be an offer of work. Even before he took 
the letter from the envelope he looked upon himself as a made 
man. 

The letter began familiarly, ‘‘ My dear Sprowle,” and went 
on to say that he, the editor, wanted a Christmas picture in 
Sprowle’s usual style. | 

‘* My usual style,” said Jimmy, meditatively ; ‘‘they must 
have seen some of my pictures at the Earl’s Court Exhibition.” 
The sum to be paid was £300. Again Jimmy’s eyes opened, 
and he whistled a long whistle. The editor would give till the 
last day possible for the finishing of the picture, as he knew that 
Sprowle liked plenty of time. That is true, thought Jimmy, 
but how in the world did he know it! The note ended by 
naming the day on which the picture must be in their hands for 
putting on the stone. There would be fifteen printings, the 
editor said, and he then signed himself, ‘‘ Yours very truly, 
R. Sponding.” There was a postscript to the letter, to the 
effect that if the terms were acceptable, and the time sufficient, 
Mr. Sprowle was to intimate the same to the bearer. _ 

Jimmy looked at the boy standing there so respectfully and 
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‘* When did you get this ?” he finally asked. 

‘‘ Just a moment ago. Zhe Sphinx office-boy brought it, and 
was waiting for me when I got back.” 

‘It is a very large sum for one picture,” demurred the grocer. 

Jimmy waved his hand with an air of the utmost importance 
and superiority, as he answered, ‘‘ Oh, it’s nothing to what some 
of us get; I intend to raise my prices next year.” 

‘‘ Well,” said the grocer, who had been some time in trade 
and had been bilked before, ‘‘ you will, of course, have this 
stamped ? It is not a contract otherwise.” 

‘Qh, I don’t know about that,” replied Jimmy; ‘‘I never 
have these things stamped.” But he did not add that he had 
not the sixpence. ‘‘It is always wise to be on the safe side,” 
shrewdly rejoined the grocer. ‘I am going to the Strand this 
afternoon, and if you will leave this with me, I'll have it 
stamped, and,” he carefully added, ‘I'll charge the sixpence in 
the bill. A busy man like you won’t want to bother with these 
things. When it is all stamped and regular, I will give you 
what credit you want up to the time that you are paid for the 
picture.” | 

‘‘ That is perfectly satisfactory to me,” replied Jimmy. The 
grocer, folding the document and putting it in his pocket, asked 
what he might have the pleasure of sending to his rooms in the 
Stilvio Studio. | 

The grocer was a wise man in his generation, and, before 
banging his sixpence at Somerset House, he called at the 
imposing offices of Zhe L/lustrated Sphinx, and asked to see some 
one in authority. After waiting for some time in a room where 
copies of that celebrated paper lay on a table for the entertain- 
ment of visitors, a man came in and asked what the grocer was 
so good as to want. The grocer took the paper from his pocket 
and handed it to this person, saying : 

**Is that all right?” 

‘* What do you mean by all right ? ” 

‘*] mean Is it true that you are going to pay Mr. Sprowle 
4300 for one picture ? ” 

‘Well,’ said the man, hesitatingly, ‘‘I can hardly see how 
that concerns you. How did you come by this paper ?” 

‘Mr. Sprowle is a customer of mine, and a mew customer,” 
explained the grocer, ‘‘and I don’t feel altogether sure of pay- 
ment. Heshowed me this paper in proof that people did buy his 
pictures.” ; 
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The man in authority laughed, and said: ‘‘Oh, I think you 
will find Mr. Sprowle good for any credit that he cares to ask 
of you. You supply him at the Stilvio Studios, do you 
not?” 

‘“Yes,”’ said the grocer. 

**QOh, well, you may make your mind easy about Mr. 
Sprowle. That paper is all right. He will get the £300 as soon 
as he delivers his picture, or before, if he wants it.” 

‘Thank you,” said the grocer, and he departed to expend 
his sixpence on the stamping of the document. 

Although the man in authority wondered that so celebrated 
a man as Sprowle would give such a paper to a grocer, he, 
however, knew much about artists, and was well aware that 
there was no accounting for what they might do. 

The grocer handed back the paper to Jimmy with greater 
deference than he had, up-to-date, shown that young man. 
Jimmy noticed that the paper had a beautiful red stamp embossed 
on the corner of it. 

‘‘ That,” said the grocer, ‘‘ makes it a contract. You could 
not sue for your money otherwise.” 

‘¢Oh, that is all right,” said Jimmy, ‘nonchalantly, as if com- 
missions like this dropped in on him every day. ‘‘I have no 
fear about the money.” 

He went back to his studio and began to plan his picture, 
throwing his heart and soul into the work. He knew the kind 
of thing Zhe Sphinx wanted : a pretty child with a dog or a cat. 
This represented the standard of art at the end of the century, 
attained by the great British public. It must be done in flaming 
colours, and would, as the editor a written, be printed on 
fifteen lithographic stones. 

About the time the picture was finished, Sprowle received 
word from the owner of the studio that he was unexpectedly 
coming home. ‘‘ Don’t be afraid that you will be evicted,” 
Brentwood wrote ; ‘‘I am going to be in London for a day or 
two only, as business calls me to America, where I intend to 
remain for the next two or three months. Nevertheless, I shall 
drop in on you and see how you are getting on.” 

In due time, Brentwood came and looked at the big picture on 
the easel. ‘‘ Ah, Jimmy,” he said, ‘‘ you’ve struck the right gait 
at last. That’s the thing that pays. French art doesn’t go 
down inthis country ; you have adopted the true British style, 
too. -Where are you going to exhibit ? ” 
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‘Don’t hesitate on my account,” said Sprowle. ‘‘ Here is 
the contract, if you care to read it.” 

Brentwood took the paper and read it carefuily. Then he 
threw back his head and laughed. . 

‘* You don’t mean to say,” he cried, ‘‘ that you imagined for 
a moment that this was meant for you? How did you get poss- 
ession of it?” : | 

‘‘Get possession of it?” cried Jimmy. ‘‘ How should I 
get possession ofit? It was sent to me by the editor, and I 
answered it.” 

‘Yes, and I see that you have had it stamped at Somerset 
House, which was very wise of you, Jimmy. I didn’t think you 
had so much business mingled with your art.” 

‘“Tt was the grocer who did that. 1 didn’t know anything 
about it. He said stamping made it a contract.” 

‘* So it does ; but you don't mean to say you did not know 
that this was intended for Sir John Sprowle, the Academi- 
cian, who has the whole upper flat of this building for his 
studio ?”’ 

‘*] never heard of him,” said Jimmy, blankly. 

‘‘And yet you pretend to practise art in Great Britain.” 

‘Well, you know,” protested Sprowle, ‘‘that I am better 
acquainted with French art than with English artists. I never 
heard of Sir John Sprowle, and why was the letter not 
addressed to Sir John Sprowle? It was addressed to me, 
‘J. Sprowle, Esq.’” 

‘*‘ Have you got the envelope ?”’ 

‘*No, I tore it up.” 

‘* Ah, I see, the letter was written in April; that accounts 
for it. Sir John was knighted on the twenty-fourth of May, in 
the distribution of birthday honours, you know. Well, you 
have got old Sponding in a nice box. I should like to see his 
face when he learns the truth. He thinks that Sir John Sprowle 
is doing a picture for him, when down comes an unknown 
Jimmy Sprowle on him with a dull thud, saying, ‘ Here is the 
kid and the dog, and I want my little £300, if you please.’ I 
say, Jimmy, there will be a row in Zhe Sphinx office when 
Sponding realises the situation. It’s a blessing the grocer had 
that embossing done on the paper.”’ 

“Young Sprowle sat down with a look of despair, and dropped 
his brush on to the floor. | 

‘Are you really in earnest?” he said at last; ‘‘and not 
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affair has gone beyond you, Jimmy, my boy. It requires a 
diplomat to deal with it now. You must let me take the picture 
to Sponding, so that I may break the news gently to him. I will, 
take all responsibility. I would give £300 to see Sponding when 
he learns the truth. Zhe Sphinx has plenty of money, and you 
may as well have some of it. You must stand by your 
grocer, too, Jimmy, for he has stood by you nobly.” 

Sprowle still sat dejectedly ; his bowed head in his hands ; 
all his jauntiness departed. He was crushed under the blow, 
and Brentwood felt very sorry for him. 

"Come, old man, cheer up,” he said; ‘‘finish your 
picture and scrawl the well-known name of Sprowle in the 
corner ; choose a frame that will suit the style and subject, and 
let me carry it off to Sponding. Truly, Jimmy, I think I see 
the hand of Providence in this. I have come home just in the 
nick of time; for if you had taken the picture to Sponding 
yourself, never suspecting that you had not had a genuine order 
for it, you would have gone to pieces under the shock of the 
discovery, and would have meekly brought your work back to 
the studio.” 

Jimmy shifted his position uneasily, but did not answer. 

‘* Besides,” continued Brentwood, ‘‘as I told you, your 
picture is so much better than any Sir John would have taken 
the trouble to do for Zhe 2 ecidiaed that Sponding will, in time, 
come to be proud of the mistake.” 

‘‘Yes,” said Sprowle, despondingly, ‘‘ but it isn’t honest? 

‘‘Don’t talk incongruities, Jimmy. Honesty and the editor 
of an illustrated weekly can have nothing to do with each other. 
It will do Sponding a world of good to pay a fair price to a 
young’ artist for once ‘in his life. You go on and finish the 
picture, and leave the rest to me.’ 

And so it came about in due time that Brentwood took the 
painting in a hansom down to the office of Zhe //lustrated Sphinx. 
He sent up word to the editor that he had come with Sprowle’s 
Christmas picture. He was at once shown into the editorial 
room. A stalwart man followed him, carrying the huge frame, 
which he placed on the floor with its back to the wall. Sponding 
did not recognise Brentwood, taking him, probably, for a man 
from Sir John’s studio. Brentwood cut the string that suctoundes 
the picture, and uncovered it. 

‘‘ What do you think of it ?”” he asked, standing back. 

‘Splendid! splendid!” said Sponding, enthusiastically, 
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as he gazed at the picture, and rubbed his hands onc over the 
other. ‘‘He never did anything better. It is in his very best 
manner.” 

Sponding whistled down a tube and asked the art editor to 
come up. 

‘¢T think it is just what we want, Grime,” said‘ Sponding to 
the art editor when he appeared. 

‘It will be the most popular picture of the eae replied 
Grime, tersely. 

‘‘ Yes,” said Brentwood, impartially, ‘he has put his best 
work in that picture, and he will be very glad to know that you 
are satisfied with it.’ 

‘* Satisfied!” cried Spording. ‘‘ Tell him that we are more 
than satisfied with it.” 

‘* And he said to me,” continued Bisitweea: ‘‘that he Heped 
you would reproduce it creditably.” 

‘©On,” said Sponding, ‘‘ tell him not to worry himself about 
that. . We always do ourselves and our reputation — justice. 
We will send him proofs as soon as it is possible to obtain 
them.” = 

‘‘Now that everything is so satisfactory,” said Brentwood, 
‘‘would you mind writing out the cheque? I believe £300 
was the sum agreed upon?” 

‘‘ Quite right, quite right,” said Sponding, glancing over his 
own letter which Brentwood had handed to him. 

‘© Make it payable to J. Sprowle, if you please, Mr. Spoacine,” 
said Brentwood. 

‘*Very good,” replied S coHdine: thinking that perhaps Sir 
John was a little sensitive about his new title. The cheque, 
written out and signed, -was handed to Sprowle’s representative. 

‘‘ He asked me to say,” remarked Brentwood, putting the 
cheque in his purse, ‘‘ that if you wished it, he would be very 
pleased to put in any alterations.” . 

‘* Alterations ? ” cried Sponding. ‘‘ Oh dear no. The picture 
is perfect as it stands. 1 would not have a line of it changed, 
but still,” he hesitatingly continued, as he approached the picture 
and looked critically at the name in the corner, ‘‘if he did not 
mind, I would like to nave his full name and title, ‘Sir John 
Sprowle,’ on the picture.” 

‘‘Oh,” said Brentwood, raising his eyebrows ; ‘‘ 1 don’t think 
he would agree to that, you know. Why should he put another 
man’s name on his painting ? ” 
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but my friend, Jimmy Sprowle; who painted this picture, is the 
tenant of my studio. He is the man to whom you gave the 
order, you know.” 

Sponding stared helplessly at the young man, and at last 
said, ‘‘I don’t think I quite understand you. This picture, of 
course, was painted by Sir John Sprowle ?” 

‘* Oh dear no,” said Brentwood ; ‘‘ Sir John Sprowle, capable 
painter though he is, could not do this sort of thing nearly so 
well as my friend, Jimmy Sprowle, recently of Paris, but now of 
London.” 

‘* But, hang it, man,” shouted Sponding, full of wrath, as 
the truth began to break over him. ‘‘ We don’t want a picture 
by Jimmy Sprowle, of London, Paris, or anywhere else.” 

‘‘ Well, that is remarkable,” replied Brentwood, calmly. 
‘¢ Why then did you order one from him ?” 

‘‘Order? We never ordered a picture from Jimmy Sprowle, 
whoever he may be,” said Sponding, contemptuously. ‘‘ We 
sent our order to Sir John Sprowle, of the Stilvio Studios, 
who was at that time plain John Sprowle, Esq., Royal Acade- 
mician,.”’ 

‘‘In that case then,” said Brentwood, quickly, ‘‘ there must 
have been a mistake somewhere. The letter you sent was 
delivered to Jimmy Sprowle at the Stilvio Studios; he painted 
the picture, and I have the cheque for it.” 

‘*The cheque will be of no use to you, 
angrily. ‘‘I will stop payment at once.” 

‘*T wouldn’t do that if I were you,” said Brentwood, slowly. 
‘‘]T should look at the matter calmly. By acting hastily you 
can easily make yourself the laughing stock of London. If I 
may venture to offer advice on the subject, being a perfect 
stranger, I should counsel you to consult with our good friend, 
Grime, here—the art editor. As for the painting, I don’t admire 
this sort of thing myself, but you and Grime seemed to; and you 
both know it to be a good picture of its kind.” 

‘Picture! I don’t want a picture from an unknown man,” 
cried Sponding, indignantly ; ‘‘and I shall have nothing to do 
with it. It’s a trick—a fraud. Take the wretched daub off 
instantly. Take it back to the trickster who sent it.” 

‘*Qh, very well then,” said Brentwood, rising ; ‘‘every man 
knows his own business best. I may say though, that legally 
my friend’s position is practically impregnable. In whatever 
way the mistake occurred it was through no fault of his; he 
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He has a great reputation:in Paris, especially at the cafés, 
where he is probably much better known than Sir John himself.” 

‘‘But the thing is a trick,” repeated Sponding ; ‘‘ why did 
not your friend Sprowle come himself with the picture ?” 

‘*Too busy,” said Brentwood. ‘‘Too many commissions. 
- Working day and night, that young man is. The thing I fear 
-is that when I go back and tell him the result of this interview, 
he: will not let you have the picture at any price. If I-were you 
.I would accept the inevitable now. I speak as a friend of both 
parties. You know as well as I what pictures are in the market, 
and available for a Christmas number. You can do as you 
please, of course, but if I were in your shoes I would jump at the 
chance of getting this picture.” 

Sponding and Grime consulted together, and then gazed long 
and critically at the painting. Finally, Sponding said, with a 
sigh, ‘‘ I suppose we cannot help ourselves, but it. looks sus- 
piciously like a case of sharp practice.” 

‘*I may tell you,” said Brentwood, ‘‘ that if you use the term 
‘sharp practice’ in connection with my name you will pay a 
great deal more than £300 for the privilege. I’ve stood about 
all the talk I am going to on this subject. Do you accept my 
statement, or is this to go farther ? ” 

‘‘It need go no farther,” said Sponaing, coming down from 
his perch. ‘‘We accept the picture, and will do « ur best with it. 
Nothing more need be said about the matter.” 

‘Very well; in that case I have nothing further to say 
except—‘ Good morning.’ ” 

. os ae a * ao a 

‘It’s all right, Jimmy,” said Brentwood, when the hansom 
had brought him back to the Stilvio Studios. ‘‘ It’s all right. 
Both Sponding and Grime, the art editor, were delighted with 
the picture ; said they had never seen anything equal to it.” 

‘©Then there was no mistake after all,” cried Jimmy, 
exultingly. | 2. 4 | | 

_- None, except on my. part, Jimmy, in the underrating your 
‘undeniable talent. That picture will be the making of you.” 
And it was, | | 7 | 
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Phe ptark Sfunro oetters. 


By A. Conan DOYLE. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE HUTCHINSON. 


V. 


MERTON-ON-THE-Moors, 
March 5th, 1882. 

You'll see from the address of this letter, Bertie, that I 
have left Scotland, and am in Yorkshire. I have been here 
three months, and am now on the eve of leaving, under the 
strangest circumstances, and with the queerest prospects. 
Good old Cullingworth has turned out a trump, as I always 
knew he would. But, as usual, | am beginning ‘at the wrong 
end, so here goes to give. eu an idea of what has been 
happening. 

I told you in my last all about my lunacy adventure, and my 
ignominious return from Rathtully Castle. When I had settled 
for the flannel vests, which my mother had ordered so lavishly, . 
I had only five pounds left out of my pay. With this, as it was -’ 
the first money that I had ever earned in, my life, I bought her. 
a gold bangle; so behold me reduced, at once, to my usual 
empty-pocketed condition. Well, it was something just to feel — 
that I Aad earned money. It gave me an assurance that I 
might again. 

I had not been at home more than a few days when my 
father called me into the study, after breakfast, one morning, 
and spoke very seriously as to our financial position. He began 
the interview by unbuttoning his waistcoat, and asking me to 
listen at his fifth intercostal space, two inches from the left 
sternal line. I did so, and was shocked to hear a well-marked 
mitral regurgitant murmur. 

‘‘It is of old standing,” he said, ‘‘ but of late I have had a 
puffiness about the ankles, and somerenal oe which show 
me that it is beginning to tell.” 

I tried to express my grief and sympathy, but he cut me 
short, with some asperity. 

‘‘The point is,” said he, ‘‘that no insurance office would 
accept my life, and that I have been unable, owing to competi- 
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anything were to happen to me just now. I had hoped that you 
had found an excellent opening with the Saltires, but I fear that 
you can hardly expect to get on in the world, my boy, if you 
insult your employer’s religious and political views at his own 
table.” 

It wasn’t a time to argue, so I said nothing. My father took 
a copy of the Lancet out of his desk, and turned up an advertise- 
ment, which he had manne with a blue pencil. ‘‘ Read this!” 
said he. 

I’ve got it before me as I write. It runs thus :—‘‘ Quali- 
fied assistant wanted, at once, in a large-country and colliery 
practice. Thorough knowledge of obstetrics and dispensing 
indispensable. Rideanddrive. £70a year. Apply Dr. Horton, 
Merton-on-the-Moors, Yorkshire.” 

‘“‘There might be an opening there,” said he. ‘‘I know 
Horton, and I am convinced that I can get you the appointment. 
It would at least give you the opportunity of looking round and 
seeing whether there was any vacancy there. How do you 
think it would suit you ? ” 

Of course I could only answer that I was willing to turn my 
hand toanything. But that interview has left a mark upon me— 
a heavy, ever-present gloom away at the back of my soul, which 
I am conscious of even though the cause of it has for the moment 
gone out of my thoughts. I had enough to make a man serious. 
before, when I had to face the world without money or interest. 
But now, to think of the mother, and my sisters, and little Paul, 
all leaning upon me when I cannot stand myself; it is a night- 
mare. Could there be anything more dreadful in life than to 
have those whom you love looking to you for help, and to be 
unable to give it. But perhaps it won’t come to that. Perhaps 
my father may hold his own for years. Come what may, I am 
‘bound to think that all things are ordered for the best, though 
when the good is a furlong off, and we with our beetle eyes can 
only see three inches, it takes some confidence in general 
principles to pull us through. 

Well, it was all fixed up, and down I came to Yorkshire. 
I wasn’t in the best of spirits when I started, Bertie, but they 
went down and down as I neared my destination. How people 
can dwell.in such places passes my comprehension. What can 
life offer them to make up for these mutilations of the face of 
nature? No woods, little grass, spouting chimneys, slate- 
coloured streams, sloping mounds of coke and slag, topped by 
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the great wheels and pumps of the mines. Cinder-strewn 
paths, black as though stained by the weary miners who toil: 
along them, lead through the tarnished fields to the rows of 
smoke-stained cottages. How can any young unmarried man 
accept such a lot while there’s an empty hammock in the Navy, 
ora berth in a merchant forecastle ? How many shillings a 
week is the breath of the ocean worth? It seems to me that: 
if I were a poor man Well, upon my word, that ‘‘if” 1s: 
rather funny when I think that many of the dwellers in those: 
smoky cottages have twice my salary, with half my expenses. 

Well, as I said, my spirits sank lower and lower until they 
got down into the bulb, when, on looking through the gathering 
gloom, I saw ‘‘ Merton” printed on the lamps of a dreary, 
dismal station. I got out, and was standing beside my trunk 
and my hat-box, waiting for a porter, when up came a cheery- 
looking fellow, and asked me whether I was Dr. Stark Munro. 
‘‘I1’m Horton,” said he, and shook hands cordially. 

In that melancholy place the sight of him was like a fire on 
a frosty night. He was gaily dressed, in the first place; check 
trousers, white waistcoat, a flower in his buttonhole. But the 
look of the man was very much to my heart. He was ruddy- 
cheeked and black-eyed, with a jolly, stout figure and an honest, 
genial smile. I felt, as we clinched hands in the foggy, grimy 
station, that I had met a man and a friend. 

His carriage was waiting, and we drove out to his residence, 
The Myrtles, where I was speedily introduced both to his family 
and his practice. The former is small and the latter enormous. 
The wife is dead, but her mother, Mrs. White, keeps house for 
him, and there are two dear little girls, about five and seven. 
Then there is an unqualified assistant, a young Irish student, who, 
with the three maids, the coachman, and the stable boy, makes 
up the whole establishment. When I tell you that we give four 
horses quite as much as they can do, you will have an idea of 
the ground. we cover. 

The house, a large square brick one, standing in its own. 
grounds, is built on a small hill in an oasis of green fields. 
Beyond this, however, on every side the veil of smoke hangs 
over the country, with the mine pumps and the chimneys 
bristling out of it. It would be a dreadful place for an idle 
man, but we are all so busy that we have hardly time to think 
whether there’s a view or not. Day and night we are at work, 
and yet the three months have been very pleasant ones to look’ 
back upon. | 
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Ill give you an idea of what a day’s work is like. We 
breakfast about nine o’clock, and immediately afterwards the 
morning patients begin to drop in. Many of them are very 
poor people belonging to the colliery clubs, the principle of 
which is that the members pay a little over a halfpenny a week 
all the year round, well or ill, in return for which they get 
medicine and attendance free. Not much of a catch for the 
_ doctors, you would say, but it is astonishing what competition 
there is among them to get the appointment. You see it is a 
certainty for one thing, and it leads indirectly to confinements 
and other little extras. Besides it mounts up surprisingly. I 
have no doubt that Horton has five or six hundred a year from 
his clubs alone. On the other hand, you can imagine that club 
patients, since they pay the same in any case, don’t let their 
ailments go very far before they are round in the consulting room. 

Well, then, by half-past nine we are in full blast. Horton 
is seeing the better patients in the consulting-room, I am inter- 
viewing the poorer ones in the waiting-room, and McCarthy, 
the Irishman, making up prescriptions as hard as he can tear. 
By the club rules, patients are bound to find their own bottles 
and corks. They generally remember the bottle, but always 
forget the cork. ‘‘ Ye must pay a pinny or ilse putt your fore- 
finger in,” says McCarthy. They have an idea that all the’ 
strength of the medicine goes if the bottle is open, so they trot’ 
off with their fingers stuck in the necks. They have the most’ 
singular notions about medicines. ‘‘It’s that strong that a 
spoon will stand up in’t!” is one man’s description. Above’ 
all, they love to have two bottles, one with a solution of citric. 
acid, and the other with carbonate of soda. When the mixture 
begins to fizz, they realise that there is, indeed, a science of 
medicine. | 

This sort of work, with vaccinations, bandagings, and minor 
surgery, takes us to nearly eleven o’clock, when we assemble in’ 
- Horton’s room to make out the list. All the names of patients’ 
under treatment are pinned upon a big board. We sit round’ 
with note-books open, and distribute those who must be seen 
between us. By the time this is done and the horses in, it is’ 
half-past eleven. Then away we all fly upon our several tasks. 
Horton, in a carriage and pair, to see the employers; I, in a 
dog-cart, to see the employed; and McCarthy, on his good Irish 
legs, to visit those chronic cases to which a qualinee man can do 
no good, and an unqualified no harm. 
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Well, we all work back again by two o’clock, when we find 
dinner waiting for us. We may or may not have finished our 
rounds. If not, away we go again. If we have, Horton dic- 
tates his prescriptions, and strides off to bed, with his black 
clay pipe in his mouth. He 1s the most abandoned smoker I 
have ever met with, collecting the dottles of his pipes in the 
evening, and smoking them next morning before breakfast in 
the stable-yard. When he has departed for his nap, McCarthy 
and I get to work on the medicine. There are, perhaps, fifty 
bottles to put up, with pills, ointment, &c. It is quite half-past 
four before we have them all laid out on the shelf addressed 
to the respective invalids. Then we have an hour or so of 
quiet, when we smoke or read, or box with the coachman in the 
harness-room. After tea the evening’s work commences. From 
six to nine people are coming in for their medicine, or fresh 
patients wishing advice. When these are settled we have to see 
again any very grave cases which may be on the list, and so 
about ten o’clock we may hope to have:another smoke, and, 
perhaps a game of cards. Then it is a rare thing for a night 
to pass without one or other of us having to trudge off to a 
confinement, which might take us two hours, or might take 
us ten. Hard work, as you see; but Horton was such a good 
chap, and worked so hard himself, that one did not mind what 
one did. And then we were all like brothers in the house, our 
talk was just a rattle of chaff, and the patients were as homely 
as ourselves, so that the work became quite a pleasure to all 
of us. 

Yes, Horton is a real, right-down good fellow. His heart 
is broad and kind and generous. There is nothing petty in the 
man. He loves to see those around him happy, and the sight 
of his sturdy figure and jolly, red face goes far to make them 
so. Nature meant him to be a healer, for he brightens up a 
sick-room as he did the Merton station when first I set eyes 
upon him. Don’t imagine from my description that he is in 
any way soft, however. . There is no one on whom one could 
be less likely to impose. He has a temper which is easily 
aflame, and as easily appeased. A mistake in the dispensing 
may wake it up, and then he bursts into the surgery like a 
whiff of east wind, his cheeks red, his whiskers bristling, and 
his eyes malignant. The day-book is. banged, the bottles 
rattled, the counter thumped, and then he is off again with five 
doors slamming behind him. We can trace his progress, when 
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bang! bang! bang! at the knocker, and then in an instant 
another rattling series of knocks, as if a tethered donkey were 
trying to kick in the panel. After all our efforts for silence it 
was exasperating. I rushed to the door to find a seedy- 
looking person just raising his hand to commence a fresh 
bombardment. ‘‘ What on earth’s the matter?” I asked, only 
I may have been a little more emphatic. ‘‘ Pain in the jaw,” 
said he. ‘‘ You needn’t make such a noise,” said I, ‘‘ other 
people are ill besides you.” ‘‘If I pay my moncy, young man, 
I’ll make such noise as I like,” and actually in cold blood he 
commenced a fresh assault upon the door. He would have 
gone on with his devil’s tattoo all the morning if I had not led him 
down the path and seen him off the premises. An hour after- 
wards Horton whirled into the surgery with a trail of banged 
doors behind him. ‘‘ What’s this about Mr. Usher, Munro?” he 
asked. ‘‘He says that you were violent towards him.” ‘‘There 
was a club patient here who kept on banging the knocker,” said 
I. ‘*I was afraid that he would disturb Mrs. White, and so I 
made him stop.” Horton’s eyes began to twinkle. ‘‘ My boy,” 
said he, ‘‘that club patient, as you call him, is the richest man 
in Merton, and worth a hundred a year to me. However, I’ll 
make it all right with him.” I have no doubt that he appeased 
him by some tale of my disgrace and degradation, but I have 
not heard anything of the matter since. 

It has been good for me to be here, Bertie. It has brought 
me in close contact with the working classes, and made me 
realise what fine people they are. Because one drunkard goes 
home howling on a Saturday night, we are too apt to overlook 
the ninety-nine decent ones by their own firesides. I shall not 
make that mistake any more. The kindliness of the poor to 
the poor makes a man sick of himself. And their sweet 
patience. Depend upon it, if ever there is a popular rising the 
wrongs which lead to it must be monstrous and indefensible. | 
think the excesses of the French Revolution are dreadful enough 
in themselves, but much more so as an index to the slow 
centuries of misery against which they were a mad protest. 
And then the wisdom of the poor. It is amusing to read the 
glib newspaper man writing about the ignorance of the masses. 
They don’t know the date of Magna Charta, or whom John of 
Gaunt married; but put a practical up-to-date problem before 
them, and see how unerringly they take the right side. Didn’t 
tiey put the Reform Bill through in the teeth of the opposition 
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of the majority of the so-called educated classes? Didn’t 
they back the North against the South when nearly all our 
leaders went wrong ? When universal arbitration and the 
suppression of the liquor traffic comes, is it not sure to be 
from the pressure of these humble folk? They look at life 
with clearer and more unselfish eyes. It’s an axiom, I think, 
that to heighten a nation’s wisdom you must lower its franchise. 

Do you think, Bertie, that there is such a thing as the 
existence of evil? If we could honestly convince ourselves that 
there was not, it would help us so much in formulating a 
rational religion. But don’t let us strain truth even for such 
an object as that. I must confess that there are some forms of 
vice—cruelty, for example—for which it is hard to find any 
explanation, save, indeed, that it is a degenerate survival of 
that warlike ferocity which may once have been of service in 
helping to protect the community. No, let me be frank and 
say that I can’t make cruelty fit into my scheme. But when 
you find that other evils which seem, at first sight, black enough, 
really tend in the long run to the good of mankind, it may be 
hoped that those which continue to puzzle us may at last be 
found to serve the same erd in some fashion which is now 
inexplicable. 

It seems to me that the study of life by the physician 
vindicates the moral principles of right and wrong. But when 
you look closely, it is a question whether that which is a wrong 
to the present community may not prove to have been a right 
to the interests of posterity. That sounds a little foggy, but I 
will make my meaning more clear when I say that I think 
right and wrong are both tools which are being wielded by 
those great hands which are shaping the destinies of the 
Universe ; that both are making for improvement, but that the 
action of the one is immediate, and that of the other more slow, 
but none the less certain. Our own distinction of right and 
wrong is founded too much upon the immediate convenience of 
the community, and does not inquire sufficiently deeply into the 
ultimate effect. 

I have my own views about Nature’s methods, though | 
feel that it is rather like a beetle giving his opinions upon the 
Milky Way. However, they have the merit of being consoling, 
for if we could conscientiously see that sin served a purpose, 
and a good one, it would take some of the blackness out of 
life. It seems to me, then, that Nature, still working on the 
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nervous disease, have all lent a hand towards the pruning off of 
that rotten branch, and the average of the race is thereby 
improved. I believe, from the little that I have seen of life, 
that it is a law which acts with startling swiftness, that a 
majority of drunkards never perpetuate their species at all, and 
ihat, when the curse is hereditary, the second generation gener- 
ally sees the end of it. 

Don’t misunderstand me, and quote me as Saying that it is 
a good thing for a nation that it should have many drunkards. 
Nothing of the kind. What I say is, that if a nation has many 
morally weak people, then it is good that there should be a means 
for checking those weaker strains. Nature has her devices, and 
drink is among them. When there are no more drunkards and 
reprobates, it means that the race is so advanced that it no 
longer needs such rough treatment. Then the all-wise engineer 
will speed us along in some other fashion. If there is truth in 
this view of mine, then it might illustrate a striking remark 
which I read the other day, to the effect that, if at any time the 
views of the wisest men could be eternally imposed upon the 
human race, the effect would always be to perpetuate monstrous 
error. 

By Jove, old chap, I am quite ashamed of having been so 
didactic. But it is jolly to think that sin may have an object, 
and work towards good. My father says that I seem to look 
upon the universe as if it were my property, and can’t be happy 
until I know that all is right with it. Well, there is just a little 
truth in it. It does send a glow through me when I seem to 
catch a glimpse of the light behind the clouds. 

And now for my big bit of news, which is going to change 
my whole life. Whom do you think that I had a letter from, 
last Tuesday week? From old Cullingworth, no less. It had no 
beginning, no end, was addressed all wrong, and written with a 
very thick quill pen upon the back of a prescription. How it 
ever reached me is a wonder. This is what he had to say :— 


‘“‘ Started here in Bradfield last June. Colossal success. My example must 
revolutionise medical practice. Rapidly making fortune. Have invention which 
is worth millions. Unless our Admiralty take it up, shall make Brazil the leading 
naval power. Come down by next train, on receiving this. Have plenty for you 
to do.” 


That was the whole of this extraordinary letter which had no 
name to it, which was certainly reasonable enough, since no one 
else could have written it, Mnowing Cullingworth as well as I 
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did, I took it all with reservations and deductions. Howcouldhe 
have made so rapid and complete a success in a town in which he 
must have been a complete stranger? It was incredible. And 
yet there must be some truth in it, or else he would not invite 
me to come down and test it. On the whole, I thought that I 
had better move very cautiously in the matter, for I was happy 
and snug where I was, and kept on putting a little by, which I 
hoped would form a nucleus to start mein practice. It was 
only a few pounds up to date, but in a year or so it might mount 
to something. I wrote to Cullingworth, therefore, thanking 
him for having remembered me, and explaining how matters 
stood. I had had great difficulty in finding an opening, I said, 
and now that I had one I was loth to give it up except fora 
permanency. 

Ten days passed, during which Cullingworth was silent. 
Then came a huge telegram. 

‘Your letter to hand. Why not call mea liar at once? I tell you that I 
have seen thirty thousand patients in the last year. My actual takings have been 
over four thousand pounds. All patientscome to me. Would not cross the street 


to see Queen Victoria. You can have all visiting, all surgery, all midwifery. 
Make what you like of it. Will guarantee three hundred pounds the first year.”’ 


Well, this began to look more like business, especially the 
last sentence. I took it to Horton, and asked his advice. His 
opinion was that I had nothing to lose, and everything to gain. 
So it ended by my wiring back, accepting the partnership—if it 
is a partnership—and to-morrow morning I am off to Bradfield, 
with great hopes and a small portmanteau. I know how inter- 
ested you are in the personality of Cullingworth—as everyone is 
who comes, even at second hand, within range of his influence— 
and so you may rely upon it that I shall give you a very full and 
particular account of all that passes between us. I am looking 
forward immensely to seeing him again, and I trust we won’t 
have any rows. 

Good-bye, old chap, my foot is upon the threshold of fortune. 
Congratulate me. 


(To be continued. ) 
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Gin Ombassy. 


By ANTHONY Hope. 
ILLusTRATIONS BY HAL Hurst. 


. Ts a different thing when a fellow’s going to be a peer, 
don’t you know?” said Franklin Ford. (I don’t know 
why I used to dislike him ; he’s a capital fellow.) 

‘‘ What have they given it to your governor for?” I asked. 

‘‘ Well, he parted a bit,” said Franklin; ‘‘sent ’em a cheque, 
and told ’em they could ask for more. Then he’s always voted 
dead straight. ’ 

‘‘Then it’s fair enough,” I concluded. ‘‘ Well, Lily’ll make 
an uncommon fine peeress, Franklin, my boy.” 

‘It's not a laughing matter,” said Franklin, solemnly. 

“*Qh, isn’t it,” said I. 

‘‘T love that girl, Van, like—like blazes. But hang it, 
don’t you know.” 

‘‘ If sheis fit to be a gentleman’s wife, she is fit to be a peer’ s 
wife,” I observed, sententiously. 

‘‘Rot!” said Franklin Ford, briefly. 

‘* But then she isn’t fit to be either,” said I. 

‘*She’s a dashed pretty girl,” said Franklin, irrelevantly. 
‘* Have a cigar ?”’ 

‘*No, thank you,” said I. ‘‘The prettier a tobacconist’s 
daughter is, the worse his cigars are ;” and I lit my pipe. 

‘*What am I todo?” asked Franklin, manfully taking a 
cigar. ‘‘I should feel a brute if—if I drew back, you know.” 

‘* Tell her the truth,” I suggested. 

‘* Oh, hang it,” groaned Franklin. 

‘* And give her a pony.’ 

‘*Ah!” said Franklin, brightening a little. 

‘* A pony in the hand is worth a peer in the—Law Courts,” 
I observed. 

Franklin thought for a moment. 

**Couldn’t do it,” he pronounced. ‘‘ Haven’t got the cheek 
to go and tell her. Besides, if I found myself’ there 
Franklin winked. | 

‘‘ That is a danger,” I allowed. 

‘‘You’re an impudent young devil,” said Franklin, in a 
friendly and, indeed, complimentary tone. ‘‘ Suppose you do it 
for me?” 
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‘¢ Send your scout,” said I, satirically. 

‘*Don’t be an ass,” remonstrated Franklin. ‘‘ You might 
just as well. By Jove, Van, I couldn’t face it. She’ll—she’ll 
cry, don’t you know.”’ 

I puffed at my pipe with an obdurate air. 

‘* You can always manage women,” said Franklin. 

I looked at him suspiciously ; he was quite serious. There 
always was a sort of solid common-sense about him. 3 
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‘* “NEVER MIND THE PAPER; HERE'S A POUCH, MISS. 


‘¢Well, if I happen to be passing ——” I began. . 

‘Thanks, awfully,” cried Franklin. ‘‘ Look here, old chap, 
be gentle with her. Let her down easy, because, hang it, you 
know, I did pretty well promise——” © 

‘¢Oh, I'll be gentle with her.”’. : 

‘¢ Thanks, awfully. Tell me how it goes. Well, old chap, 
so lo---—” 


AN EMBASSY. 553 


I held out my hand. 

‘Your emotion,” I remarked, ‘‘ has caused you to forget the 
pony.” 

‘* By Jove! yes,” said Franklin, with wonderful readiness. 
‘‘T haven’t got my cheque-book, but——’”’ 

‘It would make no difference if you had. Cash, please.” 

Franklin observed on the suspiciousness of my disposition, 
and said that he would send the pony. It arrived some two hours 
later, and then I started out to visit Lily. I dealt with Lily’s 
father, so I needed no excuse for the visit. On the contrary, in 
fact, a visit from me was erpecten 8 the matter of my little 
account. 

It was evening when I arrived at the shop. I was about to 
enter, when I observed that Lily was in conversation with a cus- 
tomer. I paused in the doorway, concealed by a large pile of 
‘ wooden boxes, which professed tocontain Havana cigars. 

‘* How you go on!” remarked Lily. 

The customer appeared pleased. He chuckled audibly. 

‘* Say when,” said he, insinuatingly. 

‘No I shan’t—there !” said Lily. 

‘* You’re always a-putting of me off,” he complained. 

‘‘ Well, and who may you be?” she asked. It was exactly 
what I wanted to know myse}f, for I could see nothing but the 
back of his head. 

‘*1’m the chap what’s going to marry you,” said the custo- 
mer, with a confident nod of his bullet head. 

‘‘Lord! You know everything,” she retorted, in obvious 
satire. 

‘“‘T know a thing: oF two more than some.’ 

** You don’t say.’ 

‘‘Such as the Honourable Franklin Ford, Esguzre.”’ (I felt 
that I ought not to listen any longer, and drew more completely 
within the shadow of the boxes.) 

‘©The Honourable Ford, Esquire !”’ exclaimed Lily. ‘‘ And 
what about him, Mr. Clever?” 

‘“‘T know what he did the other day.” 

‘* And that you don’t,” said Lily. 

‘< And that I do,” returned the customer. 

‘‘ Well, and what was it ?”’ 

‘<The same as I'd like to do.” 

‘‘That’s not telling anything,” said Lily, in the most inno- 
cent voice imaginable. 
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‘‘Nor that neither, I suppose,” said the customer. 
There was a sudden shuffling, and then a certain unmistak- 
_able sound, then came Lily’s voice, Saye 

“‘ And what do you call ‘ that way’ of going on?” 

‘Prime!’ said the customer, unrepentingly. 

‘Oh, ycu are —!” I heard Lily say; and then followed 
a giggle and But I had listened too long ; I cleared my 
throat and stepped into the shop. 

‘‘La!” cried Lily. 

‘* Good evening, Miss Lily,” said I. 

The customer turned round. He started slightly, then he 
raised his hat, saying, ‘‘ Good evening, sir,” and added, witha 
breathless absence of punctuation, ‘‘ Half of shag please, Miss, 
the dark, same as I had before, never mind the paper, here’s a 
pouch, Miss.” 

Woman is certainly superior to man. Lily received the 
order with perfect composure, placed the twopence in the till, 
and turned to me, smiling. The customer touched his hat 
again and disappeared. 

‘¢ What a power in this world is twopence!” I mused. 

‘* Beg pardon, sir?” said Lily. 

I never arrive at conclusions hastily. I placed twopence on 
the counter. Lily smiled. 

‘‘Father’ll be glad to see the colour of yours, sir,” she 
remarked. 

‘‘Don’t wander from the point,” said I, severely. ‘‘I want 
just what that young man had for his.” 

“ Shag, sir—for you?” 

** Are we not all brethren? ”’ 

With a smile Lily weighed the shag and gave it to me 

‘*There, sir! Is that right?” 

‘¢ So far,” said I. = 

Lily leant her hands on the counter ; I followed her example. 
The counter was not broad. 

‘*T have got a little present for you,” said 1; and I produced 
I’ranklin’s bundle of notes. 

A cry escaped from Lily’s lips. 

‘*From the Honourable Franklin Ford, Esquire,” I explained, 
gravely. 

Lily’s eyes met mine. 

“Oh! From Mr. Ford, sir?” 

‘Precisely. He.is leaving Oxford shortly. He is very fond 
of you. In fact, you are a very nice girl, Lily.” 
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By F. FRANKFORT MOORE, 


ILLUSTRATED BY R. JACK. 


“SIN T last, at last,” said Chris Stafford, ‘‘I begin to perceive 

a streak of local colour on the horizon—at last I begin 
to realise in a faint and far-off way that we are in the depths of 
the Australian bush.” 

‘‘ Yes,” said Eric, once more, ‘‘I am going to bake a damper 
for the new chums.” 

‘‘That’s what has set me down with a bang in the middle of 
Australia,” resumed Chris. ‘‘ Up to the moment that you were 
good enough to make that promise—or is it a threat ?—about 
the damper, I felt that I had not got anything like the value of 
my passage money out here—that’s what I felt. I don’t know 
what Phil’s exact sentiments on this point may be, nor am I likely 
to know; Phil is so absurdly reticent.” A fine derision was 
in his voice as he glanced in my direction. 

‘‘ The time for reticence is over,” I remarked. ‘‘If hitherto 
I have laid myself open to the contempt of the Colony in general 
by my maintenance of silence, it was simply because I felt our 
grievances too deeply: I could not trust myself to speak of them. 
A fortnight in Australia without catching a glimpse of a ‘billy’ 
—without drinking a single damper i x 

‘* Drinking—drinking a damper!” shouted Eric. ‘‘ Why, 
you fool of a new chum, a damper isn’t something to drink, it’s 
something to eat—you’ll find that out presently.” | 

‘*Soon enough, I dare say,” said Chris. ‘‘ Well, though I 
admit, for the sake of argument, that I had a notion that a 
damper was not a liquid, yet this fact does not tend to lessen 
the responsibility that rests upon you and other Australians for 
the deplorable ignorance of my brother new chum, Philip. Was 
he to know by intuition that a damper was solid ?” 

‘‘ There you are,” said I to Eric. ‘‘That’s a poser for you. 
I had always a notion that the damper was the thing you drank, 
and that the ‘billy’ was the thing you ate.” 

Eric Macray paused in the act of unloosing the compact 
bundle which had been strapped to his saddle, “and which he 
termed, with the airy zzsouciance of the graduated bushman, his 
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chums. Now, as no one has sworn at us as we fully expected 
to be sworn at—in fact, as we had every right to believe we 
should be sworn at in Australia—can you blame us if we feel 
somewhat mortified ? ” 

‘* We were certainly induced under false pretences to visit 
Australia,” said I. ‘* We have heard from our earliest youth of 
the fulness, the freshness, the buoyancy of bush swearing, and 
yet when we come to the country, fully expecting to be made 
aware of its exuberance, we find that even you—you who have 
promised to make us fully acquainted with Australia—check 
yourself in an outburst that promised much, and address us 
with comparative courtesy, merely calling us fools, idiots, and 
new chums,” 

‘*As if new-chumming was a lost art that we were reviving. 
Yes, I desire to associate myself with the bitter cry of my friend,” 
said Chris. 

‘* In regard to the swearing?” asked Eric. 

‘‘In regard to the absence of swearing,” replied Chris. 

‘* By George ! if you continue in that irritating style you'll 
have nothing to complain of,” said Eric, grimly. 

‘‘“By George’—he says ‘by George,’ Chris; fancy any 
man playing the part of an Australian bushman saying ‘by 
George.’ ” 

‘‘It is pitiable—‘ by George,’ when we were looking for— 
on second thoughts I’ll not say what we were looking for.” 

By this time Eric had rolled up his sleeves and was clearing 
a place where it was plainly his intention to make a fire. Chris 
and I had also dismounted and removed the saddles from our 
horses. 

‘‘ Then there’s the coo-ee,” said Chris. ‘‘ We haven’t heard 
a single coo-ee since we entered the bish. I’ve always been 
under the impression that the Australian bush rang with per- 
petual coo-ees.”’ 

‘¢ And what about Lindsay Gordon—the bush poet ?”’ said I. 
‘‘ We haven’t heard Lindsay Gordon once quoted. And you 
call this the bush ?” | 

‘‘Take the horses down to the water-hole, and give over 
trying to be funny,” said Eric. ‘‘ Borrowed horses should not 
be treated like borrowed books. Clear off now while I make 
that damper.” 

‘¢ Damper—oh, pleasant word,” cried Chris. ‘‘It compen- 
sates for the absence of everything that we looked for. We 
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complain no longer ; we recover our spirits. In this paradoxi- 
cal country it’s the damper that raises our spirits. Yes, yes, we 
are in the bush, indeed.” 
_ We led the horses down to where a stream that trickled 
through a shallow valley broadened over the flat ground: at the 
side of the bush track, and earned for itself the name of a water- 
hole. The water was quite good enough to make tea with, and 
almost good enough for people who were not fastidious to dip 
their hands in. 

‘¢Why water-hole ?” asked Chris. 

He was a Cambridge man, and therefore of a speculative 
turn. 

‘Australian bush,” said I. ‘* For that matter why 
damper ?”’ 3 | 

‘Or why bush, i: it comes to that?” 

‘Or why anything? I think it’s very decent of old Eric 
to bother with us. [t’s more than any chap at home would 
do.” 

‘‘ What most impressed me was Mr. Roberts’ lending us three 
horses for our excursion. The true friend is the friend who lends 
you a horse.” 

‘‘ And he mentioned that he had just had a couple of his best 
stolen by some rascals in his employment. It strikes me, my 
lad, that there’s some local colour in such hospitality as Mr. 
Roberts’.” 

And there certainly was. 

Chris and I were spending our six months’ holiday in Aus- 
tralia. We had spent our last in India. We had landed at 
Sydney, and we had not laid ourselves open to the ridicule of 
the people there by suggesting that we had ever seen a lovelier 
harbour than theirs. 
| We had brought with us a portfolio of letters to various im- 

portant persons in the neighbourhood of Sydney, and the result 
of presenting a few of these letters was that we were kept for a 
fortnight exploring Sydney Harbour under. various conditions— 
mostly pleasing. 

But we had not come to Australia for the sake of the yacht- 
ing. We longed to become acquainted with the bush. The 
smallest amount of persuasion was sufficient to obtain the co- 
operation of Eric Macray—we had all been in one house at Eton, 
and he was now Private Secretary to the most notable of all the 
imported notabilities of the Colony. He was on terms of easy 


7c /> 









xd 
aa 
wre 




















with the bush and buy 






i 


















7 ae 


gnomes sheez 
tees: 








SK acter 
My igh gen 


32, ; 


AL. 






P 
‘ 
, 
' 
; 
a , 
4 ‘ 
* 
‘ ‘ 
as aif. ’ . 
F <5 AS , ‘ 
: . s ° 


' 3% ¥ 
BPLATIL YS 
VEE Sem | 





es 
J ates 5 
iw «Eka 
BON 
> ‘ ‘ 


Bre fe VN 





Tw a 
a) 











580 THE IDLER. 


‘‘What, do you mean to pose as amateur sundowners ?” 
said Mr. Roberts. ‘‘ Don’t think of it.” 

Now to my uninformed mind, the idea of being a sundowner 
had acertain picturesqueness about it, but I said nothing more 
on the subject. It was then that we became acquainted with 
something of the measure of Colonial hospitality, for Mr. 
Roberts insisted on providing us with horses for our week’s 
excursion. 

We started for Moorcroft, the station of another friend of 
Eric’s, Mr. Sinclair, before sunrise, and in order that we might 
realise in the amplest way the meaning of bush life, Eric had 
promised to bake us a damper, and to provide us with tea out of 
a ‘‘ billy.” 

We had halted toward the afternoon at the water-hole to 
allow of his fulfilling his promise. 

When we returned from watering the horses to the space 
which Eric had cleared for the fire, we found him in excellent 
spirits. The fire, to our amazement, had lighted easily—we did 
not know at the moment that his ‘‘swag ” included a bundle of 
resin-tipped sticks. His hands and arms, and, indeed, his person 
generally, were dabbed with flour. He was clearly making the 
threatened damper. 

“Now,” said he, as he placed the most unpromising hillock 
of dough among the ashes—observing some safeguards—‘‘ now, 
you'll soon know all about a damper.” 

I fancy that we did. 

It was the fault of the fire, Eric said, and we could not con- 
tradict him with any chance of success. 

Anyhow we knew all about that damner. 

The philological mystery of its name was revealed. 

Luckily we had been provided with some eatables, through 
the forethought of the elder Miss Roberts. We preferred the 
eatables to the damper. The ‘‘billy” of tea, however, we 
admitted to be a great success, and it was certainly very strong. 

We had already done more than thirty miles of our journey 
toward Moorcroft, but we had still ten miles before us, so we 
pushed on without delay. When we ventured to suggest to our 
guide that it would be nightfall before we could possibly reach 
the station, he said,— } 

‘“What of that?” ' 

‘* Nothing,” said I ; ‘‘only your friend can’t possibly expect 
us, and—well, Chris and I at least are strangers.” 
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supper at Moorcroft, and you chaps will be making the girls 
laugh by telling them of the damper fiasco. Oh, yes, there are 
two girls in addition to Mrs. Sinclair, who is herself young 
and charming.” . 

‘In spite of all this,” said Chris, ‘‘ I'll be heartily pleased 
when we come within hail of the station. This is a plucky 
little horse, but he’s getting a trifle groggy about the legs.” 

‘“‘And the Sinclairs aren’t the sort of people who have 
nothing on their table but mutton, mind you,” continued Eric ; 
‘* they’ve a first-class cook.” 

‘‘Can she make a palatable damper?” I ventured to 
inquire. 

‘*And Jack Sinclair took care to stock his cellar before he 
had a sheep on the run,” Eric went on, ignoring every inter- 
ruption. ‘‘ Yes, you new chums will learn something more than 
you already know on the subject of bush hospitality. For 
my own part I fancy that a magnum—all Sinclair’s champagne 
is in magnums—of the widow’s ’84—not ridiculously dry “s 

‘*But at the same time not ridiculously sweet.” 

‘*A magnum of the Veuve Clicquot or some other wine with 
a character about it, would, I say, not be sneered at by me”; 
and Eric encouraged the horse he was riding to surmount the 
difficulties of an awkward piece of scrub. 

‘‘Magnum est veritas,” said Chris; ‘‘ which freely trans- 
lated means that a magnum is the right sort. Certainly when 
I see the foil I'll acknowledge that bush hospitality is a virtue 
which like first and passionate love, and Adam’s recollection of 
his fall, stands alone.”’ | 

‘“‘In less than an hour you'll admit that all your previous 
ideas regarding hospitality will need to be carefully revised,” 
said Eric. ‘‘Did I mention that Sinclair had contrived a way 
of pumping up the water to a swimming bath among the trees 
behind his house? Oh, yes, he’s aclever chap. When I was 
at his station last year I made use of that bath, I can tell you. 
Down you go into the clear water after a hard day’s riding, and 
you come up a new man.” 

‘‘Push on for goodness’ sake,” said Chris, somewhat huskily. 

‘‘ And then to sit out on the verandah after a capital dinner, 
smoking Jack Sinclair’s cigars, while the girls sing Songs of 
Araby in the drawing-room! Now we'll need to go carefully 
along the track. It’s getting very dark.” 

We had toiled up the slope of the gully, and before we gained 
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we heard certain banging sounds that resembled the closing 
rather than the opening of doors. When I made a suggestion 
to this effect, Eric turned upon me with a wearied fierceness, and 
told me that it would be well if I were to remember that we 
were in Australia and not England. 

“Or Carinthia in the days of Goldsmith,” added Chris. 
‘* They do not shut the door against the houseless stranger in 
this region.” 

‘‘ All right,” said I; ‘‘ only that banging —-—— 

‘‘Was probably the closing of the cellar-door after Mr. 
Sinclair left that apartment bearing a magnum of Clicquot,” 
said Chris. ‘‘ He most likely recognised Eric’s coo-ee. I fancy 
that anyone who had ever heard it would be able to pick it out 
again among ten thousand.” 

‘‘Oh, come along, and be hanged to you,” growled Eric, 
urging his horse to a canter. 

We followed him more leisurely. We thought it better that 
we should arrive at the house when the rough edge would be 
taken off the surprise that Mr. Sinclair would undoubtedly feel, — 
after Eric had told him that he had come with a few friends to 
spend a day or two at Moorcroft; but when we got to the end 
of the avenue we found our guide staring at the house, for the 
house was in complete darkness. The night was sufficiently 
clear to allow of our perceiving the outline of the windows, and 
of our seeing also that all the windows had shutters, and that 
the shutters were closed. 

‘‘Is it possible that some one is dead?” whispered Eric. 
‘¢Poor Jack Sinclair! my old friend ——’” 

‘‘If any one of you comes a step closer to the house I’ll send 
a bullet through his head,” came a voice—a female voice— 
apparently from the roof. 2 4 

‘‘ Hallo,” cried Eric. ‘* What’s the meaning of this ? ” 

‘* An unexplained phase of bush hospitality,” I murmured. 

‘You are under a mistake, whoever you are,” sang out Eric, 
making a hollow attempt to laugh, but only producing a gurgle. - 

‘‘ Yes, there zs a mistake, and you have made it,” came the 
voice. ‘‘I know you all. Clear off this station. The troopers 
are on your track,” | 

‘‘What do you mean?” cried Eric. ‘‘QOh, this is quite 
absurd. We’re friends of Mr. Sinclair.” 

‘Pll give you till I count three,” said the voice.  ‘‘I fire 
at three. One—two——” 
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to hit. Which of the young ladies was it that counted—one— 
two—— ?” 

‘‘ Hang it all,” said Eric, through his set teeth. ‘‘I tell you 
what it is, boys: Ill break into that house or be shot before 
another hour has passed.”’ 

‘“‘Then it’s shot ye'll be, me gentlemen, so ye will,” came a 
voice from the blue gums at our right ; and, before I could turn 
my head, I was almost ridden down by a trooper on a big 
black horse. I had a sense of being in the middle of a charge 
of heavy cavalry, and this was in its way startling, being out- 
side the everyday experience of an ordinary man. 

Probably some seconds had elapsed before I recovered 
myself, and then I found that I was in an excellent position for 
counting the chambers of an enormously large revolver held in 
an enormously large hand. 

I was not so completely fascinated by the sight but that I 
could hear the remonstrances which Eric Macray was address- 
ing to some person who had .clearly caused him irritation. 
I had no notion that Eric possessed such a command of lan- 
guage. 

I turned my eyes away from the plethoric revolver, which 
was being held by a stalwart trooper a yard or so from my face, 
and then I became aware of the exact situation so far as we 
were concerned. We were in the hands of four troopers of the 
mounted police. There was a revolver for each of us and one 
over. Eric was the only one of us who was actually violent. 
Merely being visitors to Australia, Chris and I felt a certain 
reluctance to make any attempt to express our feelings. We 
felt that it would be taking a liberty, so to speak, to interfere 
actively in what was, after all, a purely local occurrence. We 
left it to Eric, who had lived for some years in the country, to 
try and come to an understanding with the troopers who carried 
revolvers of so large a calibre. 

He did not seem to make much progress in his explanation 
to the troopers. He called them collectively fools, idiots, and 
blockheads, and then he referred to each of them in violent 
terms, winding up by accusing the sergeant of being an Irish- 
man. | 

‘*An Oirishm’n—Holy Kitty! he calls me an Oirishm’n!” 
shouted the sergeant. ‘‘An Oirishm’n! I’ve shot a man for 
less.” 

‘“*Come, my good fellow,” said Eric. ‘Take yourself and 
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encounter, ‘and had no reserve of language to fall back on. 
Chris and I were merely sullen. After a ride of forty miles 
through scrub, to be forced off like this was enough to make 
any one sullen. 

Luckily the police-station was not more thana mile away. 
Had it been more distant, our horses, plucky and all as they 
were, would not have been equal to the journey. | 

‘“Look after those horses,” said Eric, as we dismounted, 
rejecting, with chilling courtesy, the offers of assistance from 
three additional troopers, who came out of the station in the 
evening dress of the bush policeman. 

‘*Don’t fear but we'll look after thim and you as well,”’ 
replied the sergeant, as we crowded into the building, and, at 
the suggestion of one of the men, into the strong room beyond. 

‘Man, Sergeant O’Brien, but you’ve done the trick this time, 
and no mistake!” were the congratulatory words that we heard 
the trooper who locked our door offer to his superior as he 
hastened to hear the story of our capture. 

‘*We’ve nabbed thim sure, me lad,” said the sergeant, 

cheerfully. ‘‘ There’s no mistake about thim. They’re sorry 
amachewers, though they did attack Mr. Sinclair’s house. | 
expect that the rough customer is the leader. Anyhow, one of 
the party was riding the dapple grey,’ and it’s Mr. Roberts’ 
horse.” | : 
‘“‘This is a pretty joke,” said Chris. ‘‘Is this another 
sample of bush hospitality ? How long did your friend keep the 
stranger that turned up one night? Was it six months or a 
year?” 

‘I don’t see that verandah with the cane chairs and the 
magnum of the widow,” I ventured to remark. | 

‘With the Songs of Araby pontine: on the scented evening 
air,’’ added Chris. 

‘* Hang me if I know what to make of the whole pusinees) 
said Eric. 

**Didn’t Mr. Roberts say spinethine about having a setiple of 
hotses stolen by two fellows in his employment ?”’ asked Chris. . 

‘‘By Jingo, that’s the heart of the mystery,” cried Eric, 
after a pause. ‘‘ That’s what that idiot of an Irishman meant 
by his allusion to the horses. His ‘information received.’ 
extended only to the horses.”’ 7 

‘* Anyhow, here we are for the night,” said Chris. ‘‘ The 
furnishing of this apartment leaves much to be desired.” 
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‘‘That’s Jack Sinclair’s voice,” said Eric. ‘‘ We're all 
right, lads.” 

‘‘ Ah, yer honer’s just too late,” came the voice of the ser- 
geant. ‘‘ Troth, sir, the three raskills is safe and sound beyant 
that door.” 

‘‘ What do you mean, man?” 

‘‘I mane, yer honer, that we heard the revolvers barking, 
and came upon yer mob of amachewer bushrangers red-handed.” 

‘‘ He’s a liar, Jack,” yelled out Eric. 

‘‘Boys, but he’s a violent chap for an amachewer!” we 
heard the sergeant murmur. ‘‘I don’t moind him calling mea 
loir, sir. He has been under my care for the last hour and has 
come to know me.” 

‘Sinclair, will you kindly kick that Irish idiot until your 
boots give out, and then take the key from his pocket and 
release us ?” shouted Eric. 

‘“ Who the blazes are you?” asked Sinclair, in by no means 
an undertone. 

‘*1’m Eric Macray.” | 

‘‘ And, by George, it’s Eric Macray’s voice,” cried Sinclair. 
‘‘By the powers, you’ve ruined your chances for life, O’Brien ! 
You’ve arrested the Private Secretary to Sir Ebenezer—a greater 
man than Sir Ebenezer himself! Open that door if you mean to 
remain in the force.” 

We heard a faint gurgle, and knew that the sergeant was 
trying to speak. In another moment the door was open, and 
Eric walked out. We followed more slowly, feeling mean. 

‘This is my friend Lord Glaslough,”’ said Eric, pointing to 
me; ‘‘and this is Mr. Chris Stafford. I was bringing them to 
your station for a week, but——’”’ 

‘‘My dear Eric, was there ever such a blunder?” said Mr. 
Sinclair. -‘‘ What will your friends think of our bush hospi- 
tality? You see, two of Roberts’ men stole a couple of his 
horses and set up as bushrangers on a small scale. As I was 
compelled to go to Grafton with every available station-hand 
this morning, I thought it better to barricade the house and ad 

‘*Yes, we know the rest,” said Eric. ‘‘ Where’s that 
sergeant?” 

‘‘ Sir,” said one of the troopers, saluting, ‘‘ the sergeant’s 
wife is unwell, and he’s gone to her bedside. He bid @e- tell 
you, sir, that this is the seventh.” 

‘* What’s the seventh ?” 
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By I. ZANGWILL. 


ILLUSTRATED BY MAX COWPER AND HERBERT JOHNSON. 


HE Cynic was very old and very wise and very unpopular. 

I was the only person at his ‘‘ At Home” that afternoon. 

I gave him my views on Bi-metallism, having just read the leader 

in Zhe Times. He yawned obtrusively, and growled, ‘‘ Bi-metal- 

lism, indeed! The only remedy for modern civilisation is 

A-metallism. Money must be abolished. The root of all evil 

must be pulled up.”’ ‘‘ Money abolished!” I echoed in amaze. 

‘‘Why, any student of political economy will tell you we could 

not live without it. Lacking a common measure of value, 
we is 





‘‘So it has always been held by students when answering 
political economy papers,” he interrupted impatiently. ‘‘ Yet I 
dreamt once of a land where the currency was called in, and 
the morning stars sang together.” 

‘‘ But the exchange of commodities ” IT began. 

‘‘Was effected by the sublime simplicity of barter. At one 
sweep were swept away all that monstrous credit system which 
had created an army of accountants and a Court of Bankruptcy ; 
all that chaos of single and double-faced entry—all that sleight- 
of-hand abracadabra of signatures—all those paper phantoms 
of capital. The Stock Exchange and other gambling hells 
shrivelled up. There was a vast saving of clerical labour, and 
there were few loopholes for fraud. Everything was too simple. 
Swift retribution overtook the man who shirked his obligations 
to his fellows. Nobody could juggle with bits of paper at the 
North Pole and rutn people at the South. The windows of 
human Society were cleared of the gigantic complex cobweb full 
of dead flies. One could look inside and see what was going on. 
‘Gentlemen’ could not flourish in the light.- They were like 
the fungi that grew in cellars. Every man became both a 
worker and a trader.” 

‘‘ Not an unmixed gain, that,” I protested. 

‘“T grant you,” said the Cynic. ‘‘ Some of the finer shades of 
fine gentlemanliness were lost ; the honourable feeling of cheating 
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one’s tradesmen, the noble scorn of tailors, the lofty despisal of 
duns. When all men were tradesmen, these higher class distinc- 
tions fused into one another. There arose a clannish feeling 
which prevented the tradesman from defrauding one of his own 
class. But there was an even graver evil to be placed to the 
debit side of the new system. For the professors of political 
économy (who had thrown up their posts as a conscientious pro- 
test against the abolition of money and of salaries) proved to be 
right. So clumsy was the mechanism of exchange that men 
were actually driven to doing more than one kind of work. All 
those advantages of specialisation which Adam Smith, supple- 
mented by Babbage, had so laboriously pointed out were com- 
pletely lost to a wasteful world. Rather than be without certain 
luxuries and necessities men gave up moving their legs all day 
up and down in time with iron treadles, or feeding machines with 
bits of material exactly alike, or remaining doubled up under- 
ground, or making marks from hour to hour and from year to 
year on pieces of ruled paper. The waste by friction became 
enormous. Some of the least thrifty even made their own furni-- 
_ ture, and wove their own clothes, and carved out rude ornaments 
for themselves. Whether from a natural want of economy, or 
from an unwillingness to encounter the difficulties of traffic, or 
from a mere spirit of independence, these men deliberately 
reverted to the condition from which mankind had so painfully 
emerged. 

‘¢ Some even pretended to enjoy it, and, rather paradoxically, 
asserted that the abolition of gold had brought about the golden 
age of primitive legend. Others who felt keenly the falling-off 
in production, andthe absence of those huge stores of unsold 
commodities which glutted the ancient markets, and gave a 
nation a sense of wealth in the midst of poverty; the zxsthetic 
spirits who lamented the disappearance of the ancient mansions 
and palaces, which, although they were empty three parts of the 
year, yet afforded men the consolation of knowing that they were 
ample enough to shelter the majority of the homeless—men of 
this stamp were chagrined by the cumbersome mechanism of 
exchange, which made these glories of the past impracticable, 
and they were for introducing counters. But counters, although 
they had the advantage of lacking intrinsic value, would be quite 
as bad as actual coins if men could entirely trust one another 
never to repudiate their obligations. Unfortunately Society had 
grown so honest under the new végime that this condition was 
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‘*But what of the uncommon people?” I interrupted at 
last. ‘‘ They must have been martyred.” 

‘‘ Certainly, for the good of the common people. You see, 
everything was topsy-turvey. Besides, they only suffered during 
the earlier stages of transition. There was, for instance, the 
poet who went round among the workmen to chaffer verses. 
But there were few willing to barter solid goods for poetry. 
Here and there an intelligent artisan in love purchased a 
serenade, and an occasional lunatic (for Nature hath her aber- 
rations under any system) became the proprietor of an epic. 
But the sons of toil drove few bargains or hard with the sons 
of the Muses. The best poets fared worst, for the crowd 
sympathised not with their temper, nor with their diction, and 
they were like to die of starvation and so achieve speedy 
recognition. But the minor poets, too, were in sore strait. 
' The market was exceedingly limited. Sellers were many and 
buyers few. Rondeaux were hawked about from butcher to 
baker, at ten to the joint or three to the four-pound loaf, and 
triolets were going at a hollow-toothful of brandy. A ballade- 
worth of butter would hardly cover a luncheon biscuit, while a 
five-act blank verse tragedy was given away for a pound of 
tea, and that only when the characters were incestuous and the 
czesuras irreproachable. 

‘*A famous female poet was reduced to pawning her best 
sonnet for a glass of lemonade and a bun. 

‘*Times were no less hard for the comic writer. Hitherto 
he had only to outrage his mother-tongue, or to debase the moral 
currency, to find the land ready to accord him of the fat there- . 
of. He used to sit in a room in Fleet Street and make or steal 
jokes in return for gold. By the wonderful mechanism of the 
old Society other men and women, in whatever part of the world 
he might stray, would rush to feed and clothe and house him, 
and play and sing and dance to him, and physic him, and drive 
him about in carriages, and tell him the news and shave him, 
and press upon him aromatic mixtures to smoke, and love him, 
and kowtow to him, and beg of him, and even laugh at his jokes, 
all in return for making or stealing jokes in Fleet Street. Some 
of these men and women would detest jokes, or have a blind- 
ness to their points ; nevertheless, not cne but would be eager 
to express in the most practical form his or her sense of the 
services rendered to society by the joker. But now that people 
saw with open eyes through the transparent mechanism of 
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seventy-five to the cigarette or mockeries of the mother-in-law 
yielding but a ton of coals to the thousand. Puns were barely 
vendible, and even comic pictures could only be sold at a great 
sacrifice of decency. 

‘“‘The heir was a type of sufferer. When he came around 
asking for champagne and chicken, the working-man said, 
‘What are you offering us in exchange?’ and he replied, ‘My 
relationship to my father.’ But they would not buy. 

‘* Antiquarians and scholars, too, found it a hard task to live. 
No one needed the things they raked up from the dust-heap of 
the past. Critics were in an exceptionally critical condition. 
No one cared to exchange his productions with a man who in 
return had only to offer his opinion of somebody else’s! As this 
opinion was usually worthless even under the old ~égzme, people 
soon began to turn up their noses at it, and nobody would give 
a rusk for the information that Turner was a better artist than 
Nature, or that hanging was too good for Whistler. Remarks 
about the Italian Renaissance were accounted paltry equivalents 
for green peas, invidious comparisons among the Lake poets 
were not easily negotiable for alpaca umbrellas, and the subtlest 
misreadings of Shakespeare were considered trivial substitutes 
for small-clothes. The artists were reduced to borrowing half- 
rolls from their models, partly because people had gone back to 
Nature and liked their scenery free from oil, and drank in the 
Spirit of Beauty without water, and partly because it was 
so difficult to assess the value of a picture now that critics 
had been starved out and speculation had died away. Alle- 
gorical painters continued a much-misunderstood race, and the 
fusion of classes had re-acted fatally on the brisk trade in 
‘Portraits of a Gentleman.’ People who, in their celestial 
aspirations after the True, the Good, and the Beautiful, had 
forgotten that they ate and drank and required food, warmth, 
-and shelter to hatch all these sublime things with Capital 
Letters—people who had heretofore poured lofty scorn on those 
‘who could not forget that man was a being with a body— 
these were now the most clamant demanders of the material. 
Only by the withdrawal of physical necessities and luxuries did 
they come to realise how much they had depended on such 
or to perceive the impossibility of the Worship of Truth on an 
‘empty stomach. Alas! under this crude system of barter the 
‘most ardent expression of their sentiments concerning the 
ideal and the Kalokagathon would not keep them in cigars. 
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a paradoxworth of potatoes. To cap his misfortunes, the nation 
suffered from a sudden invasion of immigrant epigrammatists, 
so that cynicisms went a-begging at ten for a sausage-roll. 
Nor was the dull but moral maxim at less discount than the 
witty but improper epigram. Essays inculcating the most 
superior virtues failed to counterbalance a day’s charing, and 
the finest spiritualistic soft soap 
would not wash clothes. Even the 
washerwoman deemed her work 
more real and valuable than the 
manufacture of moralities too fine 
for use, and the deliberate effusion 
of sentiments too good to be true. 
In those days, too, a complete poli- 
tical platform, comprising a score of 
first-class articles of faith, sold at a 
pair of second-hand slop-trousers, 
and a speech of three hours and 
three hundred parentheses could not 
fetch more than a pot of jam in the 
open market. The workhouses were 
crowded with politicians, critics, 
poets, novelists, bishops, sporting 
tipsters, scholars, heirs, soldiers, 
dudes, painters, journalists, peers, 
bookmakers, landlords, punsters, 
idealists, and other incorrigible per- 
sons. Nothing was more curious 
and heartrending in the history of 
this transition to a new stage than 
the rapidity with which those who 
had been most exigent towards life 
bated their terms. Men who, in 
WITH HOLES IN HIS BOOTS.” their aspirations after the Good 

and the Beautiful and the True, 
had unwittingly wasted an intolerable deal of the world’s 
substance in riotous idealising ; men who had so long breathed 
the atmosphere of ottomans and rose-leaves that they were 
barely conscious of their privileges, now found themselves 
clamouring for bread wherewith to stay the cravings of their 
inner selves, and accounted themselves happy if they found a 
roof to shelter them. The pathos of it was that they felt it all 
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Git Point o’ Bugles. 


By GILBERT PARKER. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY STANLEY L. Woob. 


OHN YORK, John York, where art thou gone, John 
| York?” 

‘‘What’s that, Pierre?” said Sir Duke Lawless, starting to 
his feet and peering round. 

‘‘Hush!” was Pierre’s reply. ‘‘ Wait for the rest. 

There!” 

‘* King of my heart, King of my heart, I am out on the trail of 
thy bugles.” 

_ There was another pause, Sir Duke was about to speak, but | 
Pierre lifted a hand in warning, and then through the still night 
there came the long cry of a bugle, rising, falling, strangely 
clear, echoing and echoing again, and dying away. A moment, 
and the call was repeated, with the same effect, and again a 
third time, then all was still, save for the flight of birds roused 
from the desire of night and the long breath of some animal in 
the woods sinking back ta sleep. 

Pierre piled some logs on the fire and turned so that his 
back caught the heat and his face the reflected light. Sir 
Duke fitted his shoulders into the hollow of a log, and, with 
his look given to the distance, waited till Pierre should tell 
his story. 

Their camp was pitched on the south shore of Hudson’s 
Bay, many leagues to the west of Rupert House, not far from 
the Moose river. Looking north was the wide expanse of the 
bay dotted with sterile islands here and there, to the east were 
the barren steppes of Labrador, and all round them the calm, 
incisive air of a late September, when winter begins to 
shake out his frosty curtains and hang them on the cornice of 
the north, despite the high protests of the sun. They two had 
come together after years of separation, and Sir Duke had urged 
Pierre to fare away with him to Hudson’s Bay, which he had 
never seen, although he had shares in the great Company, left 
him by his uncle, Admiral Sir Clavel Lawless. They had 


—< 


* This Story ts copyrighted by Mr. Gilbert Parker in America, 


604 THE IDLER. 


journeyed easily north and east, had spent weeks at Rupert 
House, and were now on the way to Fort Albany, where 
Lawless was to leave Pierre and go to England in the Hud- 
son’s Bay ship, which came and went yearly, bringing news 
out of the world to the north, and carrying out of the north 
many of its products and some of the great secrets of life. 
Pierre, who had never seen the vaster world over ‘‘ the sloppy 
drink,” as he called the Atlantic, still had that knowledge of 
life’s real values which made him measure things as only he can 
who has no prejudices, has never tied himself to any cause, has 
known as much evil as good, has lived mostly alone, read little 
and thought a deal, and found, when all was done, that the 
things to be said about life might be counted cn the fingers once 
round. 

They were camped in a hollow, to the right a clump of 
hardy trees, with no great deal of foliage, but some stoutness ; 
to the left a long finger of land running out into the water 
like a wedge, the most eastern point of the western shore 
of Hudson’s Bay. It was high and bold, and, somehow, had a 
fine dignity and beauty. One could imagine someone always 
standing sentinel there, or some hermit coming ever and anon 
to its farthest brow, and facing the white silent east, thinking of 
the garden of pomegranates, the milk and honey, the golden 
apples in ripe orchards, the yellow roses in fair gardens, the 
bowers in which he should never rest again; summoning his 
soul to dwell in the better joy of this air blowing down from the 
Pole ; this deep mystical north with its camp of the delightful 
fires ; learning that the smell of the pine and cypress and cedar 
is sweeter than the musky woods of the summer worlds ; that 
the cry of the silver heron is fine as the skylark’s song rising 
from island meadows ; that the white tusks of the narwhal make 
richer ornaments than Parian marble; and that the bread of 
corn ground between two stones, with shreds of deer’s meat, 
is richer in the mouth, alone with the dreams that come. from 
the Lodges of the Wise, than banquets in the halls of a king. 

If you had gone to the farthest point of the rocky wedge, 
you would have seen that a spot on the stone was worn smooth, 
and that a faint path was trodden to it from the plains behind. 
If you had eyes like an Indian’s you would also have seen that 
the path led away north to a great log-house called King’s 
House, where traders of the Company lived, gathering furs to 
send away to Fort Albany for England, and distributing to the 
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other ports, south and west, the yearly supplies which came by 
the Company’s ship. 
Lawless noticed that Pierre seemed to be listening intently, 
though his attitude was so careless. He kept silence, waiting 
like any true adventurer,—every man is that who is fit to: live 
in the good north—and his patience had its reward. He saw 
Pierre half rise and turn his head, as though he had heard a 
sound, as was the case. Presently he too heard it—the soft 
crash of crisp grass under the feet. He raised himself to a 
sitting posture and waited. The step was human, he knew that, 
and it was a month since he and Pierre had heard any foot-. 
steps of man save their own. It is not true that men love each 
--other better where there are few to love, because there are few 

and the heart is hungry. But it is true that men, in lonely 
. places, where nature has had its way with them and cleared 
‘their souls of rubbish, know each other better in a day than 

they do in London town in a year. A footstep on the clear air 

of night, in the hushed loneliness of the north, raises in a 
‘ man’s mind tremendous questioning. One half hour beside 
the fire and the cooking-pot decides the grave question—are 
- we comrades or strangers for ever? You cannot pull the same 
- blanket over you both, and tear apart the same strip of buffalo 
- meat, if, having read each other by the light of the Great Fires; 
: you find the plague-spot of the alien nature. 
| Lawless, therefore, had a moment of strange suspense, Pierre | 
_ One of deep curiosity ; for he guessed instantly that the stranger 
> Was the ony. Bugler from the wedge of rock outlined nee | 
z the Gold sky. ; 
.. + Presently. a tall figure came out of the dusk into the light sf 
thele’ fire, and a long arm waved a greeting at them. Both.Law-_ 
less and Pierre rose to their feet. The stranger was dressed in 
buckskin, he carried a rifle, and around his shoulder was a strong 
yellow cord, to which hung a bugle. 

‘‘F[ow/” said the stranger with a nod, and drew near ite fire, 

stretching out his hands to the blaze. : 

‘‘ How!’ said Lawless and Pierre, looking him up and 

down, and studying his face. There was no speech for a 
moment, and no awkwardness, for hosts and stranger were 
bent. on the same task, and Pierre’s eyes were not keener on the 
stranger than his on Pierre and Lawless. 

After a moment Lawless drew from his blanket a flask of 

brandy, and still without a word handed it over the fire. The 


AT POINT O BUGLES. Go7 


fingers of the two men met in the flicker of flames, a sort of 
bond by fire, and the stranger raised the flask. 

‘‘ Chin-chin,” he said, and drank, breathing a long sigh of 
satisfaction afterwards as he handed it back; but it was Pierre 
that took it, and again fingers touched in the bond of fire. 
Pierre passed the flask to Lawless, who lifted it. 

‘‘ Chin-chin,” he said, drank, and gave the flask to Pierre 
again, who did as did the others, and said, ‘‘ Chin-chin,” 
also. 
Thus by the greetings ‘‘ How” and ‘‘ Chin-chin” were the 
far north and the far south, the far west and the far east 
united, and by that salutation of the east, given in the far 
north, Lawless knew that he had met one who had lighted fires 
where men are many and close to the mile as holes in a 
sieve. 

Then they all sat down and tobacco went round, the 
stranger offering his, which the two others, with true hospitality, 
accepted. 

‘We heard you over there—it was you?” said Lawless, 
nodding towards Point o’ Bugles, and glancing at the bugle the 
other carried. 

‘* Yes, it was me,” was the reply. ‘‘Someone always does 
it twice a year, on the 25th September and the 25th March. I’ve 
done it now without a break for ten years, until it has got to be 
a sort of religion with me, and the whole thing ’s as real as if 
King George and John York were talking—I, John York. And 
as I tramp to the Point or swing away back, in summer bare- 
footed, in winter on my snowshoes, I seem to myself to be John 
York on the trail of the King’s bugles. I’ve thought so much 
about the whole thing, I’ve read so many of John York’s letters 
—and how many times one of the King’s !—that now I scarcely 
know which is the bare story, and which the bits I’ve dreamed 
as I’ve tramped over the plains or sat in the quiet at King’s 
House, spelling out little by little the man’s life, from the cues 
which I found in his journal, in the Company’s papers, and 
in that one letter of the King’s.” 

Pierre’s eyes were now more keen than those of Lawless. 
For years he had known vaguely of this legend of Point o’ 
Bugles, but he had never been satisfied with what he knew, 
feeling sure that there was much more to be told. He knew 
more legends than any man in the north, and had prized them 
more than any, giving them only to such as Tybalt, the tale- 
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gatherer, who told them again in writing, as he held tales 
never should be told. 

‘You know it all,” he said ; ‘‘ begin at the beginning—how 
and when you first heard, how you got the real story, and never 
mind which is taken from the papers and which from your own 
mind—if it all fits in, it is all true, for the lie never fits in right 
with the square truth. If you have the footprints and the 
handprints, you can tell the whole man; if you have the horns 
of adeer you know it as if you had killed it, skinned it, and 
potted it.” 

The stranger stretched himself before the fire, nodding at his 
hosts as he did so, and then began : 

‘* Well, a word about myself first,” he said, ‘‘so you’ll know 
just where you are. I was full of life in London town and India, 
and that’s a fact. I’d plenty of friends and little money, and my 
will wasn’t equal to the task of keeping out of the hands of the 
Jews. I didn’t know what to do, but I had to go somewhere, 
that was clear. Where? An accident decided it. I came 
across an old journal of my great grandfather, John York,—my 
-name’s Dick Adderley—and just as if a chain had been put 
round my leg, and I’d been jerked over by the tipping of the 
world, I had to come to Hudson’s Bay. John York’s journal was 
a thing to sit up nights to read. It came back to England after 
he’d had his fill of Hudson’s Bay and the earth beneath, and had 
gone, as he said himself on the last page of the journal, to follow 
the King’s buglers in ‘the Land that is far off.’ God and the 
devil were strong in old John York. I didn’t lose much time 
after I’d read the journal. I went to Hudson’s Bay House in 
London, got a place in the Company, by the help of the chief 
shareholder, the Governor himself,and came out. I’ve learned the 
rest of the history of old John. York, the part that never got to 
England; for here at King’s House, there’s a holy tradition 
that the real John York belongs to it and to it alone, and has no 
concern for the rest of the world.” : 

Then Adderley laughed a little. ‘‘ Pride is pride the world 
over,” he added, ‘‘and I suppose when the earth was young, 
and families lived a thousand miles apart, the family history 
was put away with lavender and the family plate just as now. 
Anyhow, King’s House guards John York’s memory and life, 
and it’s as fresh and real here now as if he’d died yesterday, 
though it’s forgotten in England, and by most who bear his 
name, and the present Prince of Wales maybe never heard 
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be spoken, as oftentimes it was with the royal blade, for he 
had saucy notions of his place, and would at times forget a 
prince was but a man, topped with the accident of a crown. 
Never prince had truer friend, and so in his best hours he 
thought himself, and if he ever was just and showed his better 
part, it was to the bold country gentleman who never minced 
praise or blame, but said his say, and devil take the end 
of it. In truth the Prince was wilful, and once he did a thing 
which might have given a twist to the fate of England. Hot 
for the love of women, and with some dash of real romance 
in him too,—else even as a prince he might have had shal- 
lower love and service—he called John York one day and 
said: ‘To-night at seven, Squire John, you'll stand with me 
while I put the seal on the Gates of Eden’; and when the 
other did not guess his import, added: ‘Sir Mark Selby is 
your neighbour—his daughter ’s for my arms to-night. You 
know her, handsome Sally Selby—she’s for your Prince, for 
good or ill.’ 

‘‘John York could scarcely understand at first, for he could 
not think the Prince had anything in mind but some hot 
escapade of love. When Mistress Selby’s name was mentioned 
his heart stood still, for she had been his choice, the dear apple 
of his eye since she had bloomed towards womanhood. He 
had set all his hopes upon her, tarrying till she should have 
seen some little life before he asked her for his wife. He had 
her father’s God-speed to his wooing, for he was a man whom 
all men knew honest and generous as the sun, and only choleric 
with the mean thing. She, also, had given him guod cause to 
think that he should one day take her to his home, a loved and 
honoured wife. His impulse, when her name passed the Prince’s 
lips, was to draw his sword, for he would have called an 
emperor to account; but presently he saw the real meaning 
of the speech: that the Prince would marry her that night.” 

Here the story-teller paused again, and Pierre said softly, 
inquiringly : 

‘You began to speak in your own way, and you’ve come to 
another—like going from an almanac to the Mass.” 

The other smiled. ‘‘That’s so. I’ve heard it told by old 
Shearton at King’s House, who speaks as if he’d stepped out 
of Shakespeare, and somehow I seem to hear him talking, and 
I tell it as he told it last year to the Governor of the Company. 
Besides, I’ve listened these seven years to his style.” 
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‘It’s a strange beginning—unwritten history of England,” 
said Sir Duke, musingly. 

‘‘You shall hear stranger things yet,’’ answered Adderley. 
‘‘John York could hardly believe it at first, for the thought of 
such a thing never had place in his mind. Besides, the Prince 
knew how he had looked upon the lady, and he could not have 
thought his comrade would come in between him and his happi- 
ness. Perhaps it was the difficulty, adding spice to the affair, 
that sent the Prince to the appeal of private marriage to win 
the lady, and John York always held that he loved her truly 
then, the first and only real affection of his life. The lady— 
who can tell what won her over from the honest gentleman to 
the faithless Prince? That soul of vanity which wraps about 
the real soul of every woman, fell down at last before the highest 
office in the land and the gifted bearer of the office. But the 
noble spirit in her brought him to offer marriage, when he 
might otherwise have offered—a barony. There is a record of 
that and more in John York’s memoirs which I will tell you, for 
they have settled in my mind like an old song, and I learned 
them long ago. I give you his own words: 

‘“©¢T did not think when I beheld thee last, dearest flower of 
the world’s garden, that I should see thee bloom in that wide 
field, rank with the sorrows of royal favour. How did my 
foolish eyes fill with tears when I watched thee, all rose and 
gold in thy cheeks and hair, the light falling on thee through 
the chapel window, putting thy pure palm into my Prince’s, 
swearing thy life away, selling the very blossoms of earth’s 
orchards for the brier beauty of a hidden vineyard! I saw the 
flying glories of thy cheeks, the halcyon weather of thy smile, 
the delicate lilting of thy bosom, the dear gaiety of thy step, and, 
oh, that moment, I mourned for thy sake that thou wert not the 
dullest wench in the land, for then thou had’st been spared thy 
miseries, thou had’st been saved the torture-boot of a lost love 
and a disacknowledg::* wifedom. And yet I could not hide from 
me that thou wert happy at that great moment, when he swore 
to love and cherish thee, till death ye parted. Ah, George, my 
prince, my king, how wickedly thou didst break thy vows with 
both of us who loved thee well, loved thee through good and ill 
report—for they spake evil of thee, George, ay, the meanest of 
thy subjects spake lightly of their King—when with that sweet 
soul secretly hid away in the farthest corner of thy kingdom, 
thou sought’st divorce from thy later Caroline, whom thou, 
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unfaithful, did’st charge with infidelity. When, at last, thou 
did’st turn again to the partner of thy youth, thy true wife in the 
eyes of God, it was too late. Ah, George, did’st thou not call to 
mind the perfect goodness of that dear soul, that burst her 
heart for thee, whom thou did’st call thy queen of queens, while 
she, when she had fastened her heart to thee in the valley of love, 
wished thee only to call her your Sally, and be staunch to her ? 
Did I not make thee promise, ay, make thee promise, George, 
that though thou could’st not take to share thy throne this dear 
maid of no lineage, thou should’st never take another wife, 
never put our dear heart away, though she could not—after 
our miserable laws—bear thee princes? And thou did’st 
promise, and thou dids’t break thy promise, yet she forgave 
thee, and I forgave thee, for well we knew that thou would’st 
pay a heavy reckoning, and that in the hour when thou should’st 
cry to us, we might not come to thee; that in the days when 
age and sorrow and vast troubles should oppress thee, thou 
would’st long for the true and honest hearts who loved thee for 
thyself and not for aught thou could’st give or aught that thou 
wert, save as a man. And it was so, ay, it was so. When 
thou did’st swear to take Caroline to wife I pleaded with thee, 
I was wroth with thee. Thyone plea was succession. Succes- 
sion! Succession! What were a hundred dynasties beside 
that precious life, eaten by shame and sorrow! It were easy 
for others, not thy children, to come after thee, to rule as well 
as thee, as must even now be the case, for thou hast no lawful 
child save that one in the loneliest corner of thy English vine- 
yard—alack! alack! On that day I begged thee, warned thee, 
George, and thou did’st drive me out with words ill-suited 
to thy friend who loved thee. 

‘«¢ J] did not fear thee, I would have forced tnee to thy knees 
or made thee fight me, had not some good spirit cried to my 
heart that thou wert her husband, and that we both had 
loved thee. I dared not, listen to the brutal thing thou hinted’st 
at—that now I might fatten where I had hungered. Thou had’st 
to answer for the baseness of that thought to the King of 
Kings, George, when thou wentest forth—alone, no subject, 
courtier, friend, wife, or child to do thee service, journeying 
—not en prince, George, no, not ex prince! but as a naked soul 
to God. Thou said’st to me: ‘‘ Get thee gone, John York, where 
I shall no more see thee.” And when I returned: ‘‘ Would’st 
thou have me leave thy country, sir?” thou answered’st, ‘‘ Blow 
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to her, and when, by the same mail, John York knew that, he 
would not go back to England tothe King. But twice every 
year he went to yonder point, and spoke out the King’s words 
to him: ‘ John York, John York, where art thou gone, John York ?’ 
and gave the words of his own letter in reply: ‘ Azmg of my 
heart, King of my heart, I am out on the trail of thy bugles.’ 
To this he added three calls of the bugle, as you have heard.” 

With this Adderley handed the bugle to Lawless, who looked 
at it with deep interest, and passed it on to Pierre. 

‘“When he died,’ Adderley added, ‘‘he left the house, 
the fittings, and the stores to the officers of the Company who 
should be stationed there, with a sum of money yearly, provided 
that twice in twelve months the bugle should be blown as you 
have heard it, and those words called out.” 

‘Why did he do that ?”’ asked Lawless, nodding towards 
the Point. 

Pierre answered this. ‘‘Why do they swing the censers 
at the Mass?” he said. ‘‘ Man has signs for memories, and 
one man seeing another’s sign will remember his own.” 

Lawless smiled gravely, and presently said to Adderley : 
‘‘ You stay because you like it—at King’s House ?”’ 

The other stretched himself lazily to the fire and, ‘‘I am at 
home,” he said. ‘‘I have nocares. I had all there was of that 
other world ; I’ve not had enough of this. You'll come with me 
to King’s House to-morrow ?” he added. 

To their quick assent he rejoined: ‘‘ You'll never want to 
leave. You'll stay on.” 

To this Lawless replied, shaking his head: ‘‘I have a wife 
and child in England.” 

But Pierre did not reply. He lifted the bugle, mutely asking 
a question of Adderley, who as mutely replied, and then with it 
in his hand, left the other two beside the fire. 

A few minutes later they heard, with three calls of the bugle 
from the Point afterwards, Pierre’s voice : 

“‘ John York, John York, where hast thou gone, ee York 7” 
and the reply : 

“ King of my heart, King of my heart, Iam out on the trail of 
thy bugles.” ; | 
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HIS June evening when the sun had set, and the sky, a great 
dome of silver light, darkened to amber and purple in the 
east, Bulstrode, mounted on his trusty mare, rode among the 
gorse, his back to the Raven Inn. Not a breath stirred, and, as 
the highwayman passed, from the topmost twigs the robins 
lifted their tiny faces to the sky and piped an overture of welcome 
to the night. Small wonder then that Bulstrode rode with 
wistful face, and, in unison with his surroundings, communed with 
his soul. He was, in truth, at peace with the world and himself, 
as aman must be who seeks, as Bulstrode sought to-night, an 
honest living. For he and the men who rode so silently behind 
him were bound to a distant quarter of the downs to waylay a 
rich publican, one Josiah Krail, to pass on the coach that night. 
Bulstrode glanced at the sprig of Nancy Pretty that bedecked 
his cloak, he felt the cool and balm of evening on his brow, and 
could not help but say to himself over and over again that all 
goes well with the righteous. 

' Bulstrode had laid his plans with more than usual care for 
this job, and Stevers and McWhinney were sent to take passage 
on the coach to act as friends within the enemies’ gate. 

‘* Ye’ll keep on your shoulders clear heads and close heads,” 
were the leader’s parting instructions. ‘‘ Wag neither elbow 
nor tongue, and so keep your bodies from the catchpoles, and 
your necks from the hemp.” 

‘‘ Count the stars and whistle,” flippantly remarked McWhin- 
ney. Being young and in need of it, he was impatient of 
advice. 

‘*Ye'll pass on your road a wheen o’ your kind counting 
the stars, the wind whistlin’ atween their teeth and through their 
bleaching bones.” 

McWhinney laughed, and cast his head back as a young man 
does who knows most things. 

‘¢ We're to say our prayers night and morn, and not to sleep 
on our backs,” he laughed. 

‘‘T ha’ known the time that a well-said prayer did no great 
harm, at least to them that were within earshot o’ the same. 
What ill it did or did not to them that were no’ intended to 
hear, is neither here nor there.”’ 
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all their plans were to come to nothing. Very likely he had 
thought better of the matter and decided to take a less danger- 
ous, if more circuitous, route to his new-old home. Josiah 
Krail had judged well, and once more showed the prudence that 
had been his characteristic all his days. 

But after a second glance, Stevers, the rogue, saw that all 
was not lost. For, before him, her- knees almost touching his, 
sat a buxom wench, rosy of cheek, and with roguish dancing 
eye. All thoughts of Josiah Krail, publican, flew to the four 
winds of heaven as Stevers looked into the face of the girl. And he 
saw ? A lass plump and pretty, with the glow of robust health, of 
roast beef and sound honest ale, and plenty of it ; a strapping lass, 
two-and-twenty, or may be more, and she looked at Stevers and 
dropped her eyes blushing, and looked again. Stevers cocked 
his hat and brushed his cloak aside, that she might see the gold- 
mounted hilt of the sword that hung by his side. Her kerchief 
was knotted loosely about her throat showing a pretty neck 
and a spear-head of snowy bosom, her lips were red, and her 
teeth regular and like ivory. Pretty, with all the prettiness of 
a healthy English girl. The only blemish, if blemish it were 
that did not disfigure but only accentuated her thousand charms, 
was a delicate scar on one temple, over which a tantalizing loop 
of golden hair was fashioned to be blown aside by every breeze. 
Stevers swore that this girl suited his ideas better than any 
stuffy publican with money-bags could. Hang it all, the coach 
had not gone half a mile before Stevers managed to tread on 
her toes, or do something else to attract her attention and form 
a pleasing introduction. 

But the girl was not alone. By her side sat an old woman, 
and farther on another wench, pale of face and with thin, deter- 
mined lips, to whom McWhinney was already paying his atten- 
tions, which, as it seemed to Stevers, were but coldly received. 
But she does not count. Stevers passed the time of day to his 
rosy girl and, receiving a civil reply, expressed his gladness that 
the coach route lay through such an interesting country, and a 
country he knew so well. She was a stranger comparatively, 
having, she said, only once passed over the route, and that on 
a rainy day, when she was forced to ride inside the coach. 
Stevers hoped he could show her some points of interest, and 
the better to locate the exact spot he took the vacant seat by 

her side. The highwayman chatted on, telling tales of the 
countryside, and when he told the girl the story of the High- 
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the ’waymen, for they looked to their mother to see them 
through their first long night on the tree.” 

** Poor old woman, poor old woman,” sighed the girl, with 
tears in her eyes, and then she said the story frightened her. 
So Stevers changed the key, and told her uproarious tales of 
tippled hoyden and tousled maid, and she told him a little of 
herself and her grandmother—the old woman who sat beside 
her, veiled and lightly muffled against the dew of evening. 
He asked her name, but, implore as he might, she would not 
discover it to him, no, nor the precise place of her residence. 

‘* Qh, botheration, this is not fair play,” Stevers declared. 
‘* As to the name, I’ll just give you my favourite. The name 
that takes my fancy. Molly. Yes, Molly. A good, comfort- 
able, huggable name I call it, much better than your Phillis’s or 
Phillida’s, although Phillida’s not so bad. But hang me in 
chains if they beat Molly.” 

The girl, hugely diverted, laughed a merry peal, throwing 
up her hands in her mirth. 

‘°Tis my own name, my very baptized name. You knew 
‘twas so. Twas no guess, don’t tell me. Someone’s told ye.” 

‘‘On my soul! On my honour! ’twas a guess,” he con- 
tinued, ‘‘and I'll find where they cage you, I’ll warrant, if I 
have to cry Molly! Molly! up and down the length and breadth 
of the land the rest o’ my days.” 

She took a sprig of the flower they still call thereabouts 
‘‘ Fools’ Parsley,” and, fastening it to his cloak, said :— 

‘* When ye place that in my hands, when ye find me out, 
then ye may ”* she stopped and looked archly at Stevers. 

**T will take one now on trust,” and he tried, before all 

present, to kiss her. But the lass would not hear of it. 
_ *No, no, no, no. ’Twill be time enough when ye show 
that you deserve it,” she said, and pushed him away, while 
the coach folk laughed to see two young people getting on so 
bravely. 

The next stopping-place was the last on the London side of 
the great heath. This reached, and while waiting for a change 
of horses, Stevers drew McWhinney aside. 

‘‘] have something to propose to you, McWhinney,” he 
began, but McWhinney cut him short. 

‘* And I ha’ something to propose to you, and that is that 
ye rest content wi’ your red-faced quean, and keep your een off 
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‘Off your lass. Off your lass,” hotly rejoined Stevers. 
‘¢She’s not such a fine sight that I need waste two glances at 
her.” 

‘‘Fine sight or no, you’ve been jabbering your ’wayman’s 
grandmother fiddlesticks to your one, and all the time your een 
has been fixed on my one, I tell ye. I was watching ye the 
time ye little thought. A craw can filch as well’s a miller and 
fly forby.” 

‘‘A crow? A goose, you mean. Hang me in chains, 
McWhinney, but you’re rich. That thin-lipped, pale-faced, 
angular jade. Gad, she wouldn’t make a good conditioned 
ghost. You're crazy.” eS 

‘Daft, is it? I'll see a cow fly with the next man.” 

‘‘ Well, you’ve seen a cow fly this time. You can keep the 
shrew for all of me, and gad, if it pleases you, you can take the 
fat grandmother too, and welcome. I want neither. If I did I 
could have one or the other for the asking.” 

‘I’m not so sure,” stubbornly replied McWhinney. 

‘Very well, I’m not going to ask. What I wanted to say 
to you is this. Josiah Krail is not on the coach, nor is there 
one guinea to jingle against another among all the passengers, 
unless it be my lass has ’em.”’ 

‘¢ Mine has as many as yours, that I'll swear.” 

‘“‘°*Twould be a pity had she not, for she can ill spare the 
charms of money. But that is not the point. The man we seek 
is not here. Now I propose we make a stand against Bulstrode 
and all. They have no bullets in their pistols, and we can shoot 
over their heads and so will do them no injury. Between you 
and me, McWhinney, I think here’s our chance to captivate the 
hearts of the two girls—and the grandmother if she turns out to 
be rich. You'll see our fellow-passengers hiding under the seats 
and crying for their lives while we bear the brunt of the storm. 
Nothing captivates women like. bravery, and knowing what we 
know we can afford to be brave this time. They’ll look upon us 
as their very preservers. Eh, McWhinney ? What say you to 
the plan?” and Stevers gleefully dug his companion in the ribs. 

McWhinney contemplatively rubbed his chin up and down 
with the hollow of his palm, his look of gloom gradually giving 
way toa broadened grin. 

‘‘ Man, but ye’re a wag, Stevers,” was his only answer. 

Fresh horses in, the coach was away again at a rattling pace, 
and after a few minutes’ run, it spun upon the billowy common, 
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the domain of the Raven Inn. Five miles ahead lay Bulstrode 
and Nockold, Gosnell, Dug Gillies, and Rube Haybittle, waiting 
for the coach. It was dark along the surface of the heath, and 
the darkness, it seemed, rose to the level of the top of the coach, 
but overhead the night was clear and the sky spangled with 
stars. Not at all a night to fear waylaying, for highwaymen 
love a black night anda storm. So the horn rang merrily as’ 
the four good horses sprang out among the gorse and bracken, 
and the whip cracked like the fingers of a defiant man under the 
very nose, one might say, of Bulstrode.. And Bulstrode, honest 
man, his duty ever before his eyes, lay in wait and bided his 
time. 

The coach had not proceeded far on its way before Stevers 
introduced the subject of highwaymen. He had heard tell that 
this heath was a favourite ride of these gentry. Folk were given 
to gossip, he said. 

‘‘ But I fear it is all too true,” Molly answered. ‘‘ There is 
great danger in crossing this heath to those who have anything 
to lose. There are many highwaymen hereabout.” 

‘¢T have no doubt, I have no doubt,” replied Stevers, care- 
lessly ; ‘‘but what of that? One good man, or at most two, 
atop a coach can put a dozen of the best to route. But passen- 
gers are cowards. They fling their wallets to the first cadger 
that cares to ask for them. I'd like to see them stop me.”’ 

‘You would not fight them, surely?” asked the girl, 
anxiously. 

‘*Would I not. Ha, ha, ha, a dozen of them. Let them try. 
You see this ’’—he drew forth his purse and jingled the contents. 
‘‘ There are thirty good guineas and more in it, and my friend 
has the same. If the ’waymen want ’em let ’em come on, and 
we'll see.”’ 

‘*T will be frightened out of my wits if they do; but ”’—she 
looked at the young man,—‘‘I am glad you are here.”’ 

Stevers took her hand, and, pressing it gently, drew it 
towards him, at the same time looking lovingly into her eyes. 
Trustful, simple, good, kind and loving, he saw all these virtues 
at a single glance, and his heart swelled with manly pride and 
passion at the thought that he was soon to deliver her from the 
hands of his friends. Thank Heaven that Josiah Krail had 
failed to catch the coach. Thank Heaven. Leaning forward, 
Stevers touched the Whip on the shoulder. 

‘‘They say there’s highwaymen about. Should we be 
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molested, at the first sign lay on the whip. I and my friend will 
see to it that you are not harmed—that is, if you do as you are 
told,” he added, ominously. 

The Whip glanced over his shoulder at the young man. 
The Whip was no fool. He had met Stevers before, but now 
discreetly held his tongue. He wondered what was up, what 
‘‘their little game,” as he put it ; but, well, he had to drive the 
coach across the heath for a living, and interfering with high- 
waymen was not the way to make sure of dying of old age. 
So he drove on. 

A mile farther on Stevers suddenly started to his feet. 

‘Stop the coach,” he said, sternly. 

The Whip drew the fiery steeds to a standstill. 

‘‘What is it? What’s wrong? Have you seen anything ?” 
asked the passengers, eagerly. Stevers returned no answer to 
their questions ; but stood finger to lip and listened. Turning 
to McWhinney, he asked : 

‘¢ Did you hear aught ? ” 

‘‘The champ o’ a horse,” McWhinney answered. Stevers 
nodded wisely. Then he said: 

‘Whip, drive ahead, and if I shout, lay lash to horse, I 
say.” 

The Whip gathered his reins the tighter and, setting the 
horses atrot, he waited orders. Stevers peered ahead into the . 
night. The passengers held their breath. All of a sudden 
Stevers shouted ‘‘ Lay on,” and the next instant the Whip was 
furiously lashing his beasts into a gallop, and right ahead a 
horseman sprung his mount from the bushes into the very 
middle of the road. Above the lashing of the whip, the swaying 
and creaking of the coach, the screams of the women and shouts 
of the men, Stevers heard the well-known voice of Bulstrode 
bellow: ‘‘Halt! Hold, as ye’re a living man.” At the same 
moment a half-dozen horsemen scrambled their mounts out of 
the bushes to the side of the highway to surround the coach. 
Bulstrode, first flourishing his pistol, fired it point blank at the 
Whip, the report ringing ominously on the night air. The 
Whip, poor soul, thought his last moments had come, and would 
have pulled up if it had been in his power. But the horses, 
taking fright at all the hubbub, dashed into the crew of high- 
waymen, scattering them to the left and the right, and made 
off, the bits between their teeth, as fast as the wind. Stevers 
and McWhinney fearlessly braved the fusillade of shots fired, 
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dark came McWhinney, hatless, pistolless, covered with dust, and 
carrying a sprained arm close to his bosom, 

‘‘ Help ye out, ye brainless loon. Help ye out! Ye’ll stay 
there till the crack o’ doom ere I turn my little finger for ye,”’ 
shouted McWhinney angrily. ‘‘ You’ve broken every bone in my 
body wi’ your honey-doving and your billy-cooing. Rest content 
where ye be. A craw can filch as well’s a miller and fly forby.” 

‘‘Throttle you and your crow and your miller,” savagely 
retorted Stevers. ‘‘ Pull me out o’ here and I'll crack your 
sconce forye. Gad, I’m skewered like a heathcock for roasting. 
Give me a hand.” 

Now this polite conversation, carried on at the top of their 
voices, immediately attracted the attention of Bulstrode. Hear- 
ing the hubbub, he guessed at once that his faithful men had 
managed to bundle the rich publican out of the running coach; . 
so he swept down upon the scene. There he found to his aston- 
ishment his two men alone and in the middle of a savage discus- 
sion. Springing from the saddle, he came forward. 

‘‘ What's the meaning o’ this?” he demanded. 

McWhinney was about to reply, but Stevers shouted :— 

‘* Lift me out of this, and not stand there gaping like a fool, 
and asking silly questions. Give me a hand !” 

‘* Softly, Stevers, softly,” answered Bulstrode, soothingly, at 
the same time seizing the outstretched hand, and with one jerk 
landing his lieutenant out of his thorny bed. ‘‘ But where’s 
Josiah Krail.? ” . 

‘*' We were jolted off the top of the coach 

‘It’s a lie! It’s a lie!” cried McWhinney, excited. ‘‘ Twas 
that red-faced wench o’ yours who pitched ye ower the side o’ 
the coach, and the grandmother did the same for me.” 

‘‘ Nonsense ! Rubbish! Trash!” Stevers replied, scornfully. 

‘*I tell ye she’s made a pigeon o’ you and o’ me,” reiterated 
McWhinney, excitedly. Bulstrode smelt a rat. 

‘‘Let me find the road across this moor,” he said, quietly. 
‘‘Tell me what has happened? What wench and grandmother 
is it ye speak o'?” | 

‘‘ Krail was not aboard the coach,” Stevers answered stub- 
bornly, ‘‘ but two pretty girls were travelling with their grand- 
mother, and of course we paid our respects to them. As there 
were none to rob on the coach, we made up our minds for a joke 
to dash past you, and did so; and found ourselves here, how I 
don’t know.” 
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‘But I know well.. *T-was. that. sly-faced quean-o’ yours 

> McWhinney stopped short and felt in his breast. ‘*] 
have paid dearly for the hug she gave me. My purse is gone.” 
Stevers intuitively slipped his hand under his cloak. His 
purse, too, was gone. | 

Bulstrode nipped his chin between the broad of his index 
finger and the ball of his thumb as he looked the young men up 
and down. 

‘© A red-faced wench, is it? Ah! a red-faced wench, and a 
fat grandmother. <A red-faced wench and a fat grandmother 
who throw two young gallants overboard. I see, I see. A 
wonderful old: lady I ha’ small doubt. And the wench! I 
wonder now had the wench on her forehead such a thing as, 
we'll say,.a bit scar wi’ a loop o’ golden hair to hide it ?”” 

’ Stevers and McWhinney were dumbfounded. Rube Hay- 
bittle slapped his thigh and burst into a roar of. laughter. 

“©The cock’s turned, tail, the cock’s turned tail. It- wilna 
fight,” he shouted. 

‘Moll o’ the: Plough Inn,” Bulstrode continued, quietly, 
‘and wi’ her her grandmother, old Josiah Krail, stout and sturdy. 
The quean wi’ a scar and a tongue as nimble as a squirrel, forty 
years if-she’s a day, and looks twenty.” . Bulstrode‘ nodded his 
head a score times before adding :: “Man; but. she’s plucked ye. 
We'll no hear the énd o’ this in*a hurty.. She’s’ picked the 
hawk’s een this time.: er but she’s a good man spoiled wi’ 
. petticoats.” ii 
He gave the signal to mount. Stevérs and McWhinney had 
_ nothing to say. | 

‘¢ We brought your horses wi’ us, but I am loath to rob ye o’ 
any part o’ your grand joke, and the better to appreciate all its 
points ye will walk the five odd leagues across the heath to the 
Raven. If ye fall in wi’ any other lasses on your way run for 
your lives, or they may brain ye wi’ a blow from a ringlet. 
Good night to ye,” and: the highwaymen sprang out upon the 
moor, leaving Stevers'and McWhinney to march the weary miles 
in uncongenial company, I fear. 7 : 
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have not seen a Prospectus for an April-fools’ Asylum, Limited ; 
capital, six ciphers without an nceget. 
Yes; let us abolish Christmas Day. 
Let us cut out its first syllable, and 
| let the world free from a name in 
whose very heart there is sacred and 
tender festival. We cannot! Let us 
compel all the schools to go on with 
their grammar and geography, and 
give the go-by to December 25th. We 
cannot! Let us shut up all the home- 
coming, and banish plum-pudding, 
roast beef, and crackers from the 
family table. We cannot! The chil- 
RROUGIIT RACK AGAIN! dren wont let you, and in all such 
things the children are masters. If 
you turned Christmas out at: the front door, they would bring 
it in by the back. If you kicked it out of the house, they would 
set it up in the back garden. The children will have Christmas, 
so the old folks had better submit. I will prophesy what would 
catch and keep a majority vote: two Christmases in the year, 
two plum-puddings, two sets of Christmas cards, two Boxing 
Days. Zhere you would succeed ! 





Tiger Tom, who lives immediately opposite, tried 


And gives reasons. to abolish Christmas Day, and didn’t he catch it? 


You may go bail he did. As soon as it was 
known in the neighbourhood, Tom’s credit fell away to 
nothing. No butcher would call upon him for orders; no 
laundress would wash his linen; no gardener would do up 
his front garden; every night boys threw stones at his 
windows. But the worst of all, in Tom’s own opinion, 
was, the chimney-sweep declined, with unsuspected dignity, to 
clean the kitchen flue. So much for new tricks and pranks. 
‘‘T’ll ’bolish you,” said the sooty sweep, ‘‘if that’s your little 
game”; and he shook his hand-brush at Tom’s brick chimney. 
The year following, Tiger Tom issued a circular proposing 
two Christmases in one year, and at once he became the most 
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The season, it will be observed, is full of lightness and grace. 
It means many different things to many different people. To 
one who depends upon his output of humorous matter—or, as 
some say, garbage—Christmas is an income without being 
vulgar. As such, I am naturally inclined to welcome it. There 
are but few seasons in the year which really lend themselves to 
the production of refined garbage—-garbage that can be 
calculated never to bring the smile of amusement to the cheek of 
criticism. Christmas is one of these seasons. If Christmas 
were to be abolished, the very reason for the existence of some 
of our finest and most delicious garbage—which, after all, is 
shorter than humorous matter—would be lost at once. I can 
only hope that the influence of THE IDLER will be exerted on the 
right side. It would be a terrible thing to see a jest die 
that had been with us in the nursery, grown up with us, 
saddened our most thoughtful moments in sickness or in health. 
In the cause of the best, the oldest, the most generally acknow- 
ledged garbage, let Christmas continue. 


I am not surprised to learn that the abolition 

J. Freeman Bell of Christmas is being seriously considered. As 

is historical. a rule, I am in favour of proposed changes. One 

likes to be up-to-date in one’s opinions as in every- 

thing else; and last year’s opinions are as stale as last year’s 

fashions. But somehow I don’t take kindly to the sugges- 

tion that there shall be no more Christmas. The festival, 

if I mistake not, boasts a respectable antiquity, having been 

invented by a certain Charles Dickens, who seems to have been 

a highly popular novelist in his day. Like all who boast 

higher education, I have read. a great deal about him, and 

gather that he was crude and non-introspective, and almost 

morbidly pure and antiquated in his treatment of sexual topics. 

Still, spite of these defects, it appears to me that it would be 

well to preserve the festival due to his pen, if only to remind 

us how much superior we are to our predecessors. We need 

some such reminder occasionally, otherwise we might become 
dissatisfied with ourselves. 
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thrilled and lifted above the monotonous every-day plane ; and 
happy is he who can translate his emotions into ‘‘ something on 
account”; though scarcely less happy he who has to content 
himself with feeling that he will when he can. All this is great 
and good, I say—once a year. If Christmas were abolished, 
there would be no regularity in this evoking of our tenderest 
feelings, and they might also be evoked irregularly and con- 
sequently too frequently, with corresponding injury to our 
nervous system. 


Now that I come to think of it, too, there are 

And practical. other reasons why Christmas should not hastily be 
done away with, reasons not of a purely senti- 

mental character either, Many estimable ladies and gentle- 

men, some _. of 
whom I have the 
pleasure of num- 
bering among my 
personal friends, 
break forth into 
prose and _ verse 
and pen -and-ink 
sketches for the 
purpose of bring- 
ing into being the 
many publications 
for the possession 
of which Christ- 
mas infects the 
- public with a 

craving. Now, if there were to be no more Christmas, all 
these estimable persons would, of necessity, be driven 
into occupying themselves with something useful. With the 
probable success or failure of their attempt to turn their 
energies into an entirely new direction, I am not concerned ; 
but their sudden influx into an already overcrowded labour 
market is an economic catastrophe not to be viewed by think- 
ing people with equanimity. The abolition of Christmas would, 
therefore, entail consequences not lightly to be faced. Several 
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Stormy Petrels ” scattered, never to foregather again above the 
troubled waters of humanity. Nowadays, listening to the feeble 
plans of modern reformers, I cannot help but smile, remember- 
ing what was done in Chequers Street, St. Luke’s, in an age 
when Zhe Daily Chronicle was the meek Clerkenwell News ; 
when Zhe Echo was regarded as a revolutionary organ; and 
before millionaires had started halfpenny newspapers to attack 
capitalists. I am informed that there is abroad the question of 
abolishing the House of Lords! Why, ‘‘ The Stormy Petrels ” 
abolished the aristocracy and the Crown in one evening, and 
then only adjourned for the purpose of appointing a committee 
to draw up, and have ready, a Republican constitution by the 
following Friday evening. They talk of Empire lounges. 
We closed the doors of every Music Hall in London eighteen 
years ago, by twenty-nine votes to seventeen. They had a 
patient hearing and were ably defended ; but we found that the 
tendency of such amusements was anti-progressive, and against 
the best interests of an intellectually advancing democracy. 
I met the mover of the condemnatory resolution at the Old 
‘* Pav’ the following evening, and we continued the discussion over 
a bottle of Bass. He strengthened his argument by persuading 
me to sit out the whole of the three songs sung by the ‘*‘ Lion 
Comique ”; but I subsequently retorted successfully by bring- 
ing under his notice the dancing of a lady in blue tights and 
flaxen hair. I forget her name, but never shall I cease to 
remember her exquisite charm and beauty. Ah, me! how 
charming and how beautiful ‘‘ artistes” were in those golden 
days! Likewise we abolished capital punishment and war ; we 
were excellent young men at heart. And now here comes along 
the editor of THE IDLER, asking me whether I would abolish 
Christmas, thereby reminding me that that also we abolished, 
together with Bank Holidays, by a majority of twelve. I 
never recollect any proposal to abolish anything ever being 
lost when put to the vote. There were few things that we 
Stormy Petrels did not abolish, We attacked Christmas 
on grounds of expediency, and killed it by ridicule. We exposed 
the hollow mockery of Christmas sentiment; we held up to 
scorn the Christmas number published in October ; the coloured 
Christmas supplement, with its everlasting child and dog; the 
Christmas card and necessary Christmas present, which every- 
body hated giving and no one cared to receive; we abused the 
TT 
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indigestible Christmas dinner, the tiresome Christmas party, 
the silly Christmas pantomime. Our funny member was side- 
splitting on the subject of Christmas Waits ; our social reformer 
most bitter upon Christmas drunkenness ; our economist indig- 
nant about Christmas boxes; our philosopher pointed out with 
merciless logic the evil effects of Christmas charities. Only one 
argument of any Weight with us was advanced in favour of the 
festival, and that was our leading cynic’s suggestion that it was 
worth enduring the miseries of Christmas to enjoy the soul- 
satisfying comfort of the after reflection that it was all over, and 
could not occur again for another year. 


But now, Mr. Editor, when you ask me the 

But now is not so. question, I am less inclined to answer it off-hand, for 
sure about the since those days when I was prepared to put this old 
answer. world of ours to rights upon all matters, I have seen 
many sights and heard many sounds, and I am not 

quite so sure as I once was that my particular views are the 

only possible correct ones. Christmas seems to me somewhat 
meaningless; but then, Mr. Editor, I have looked through 
windows in poverty-stricken strects, and have seen dingy 
parlours gay with many chains of coloured paper. They 
stretched from corner to corner of the smoke-grimed ceiling, 

they fell in clumsy festoons from the cheap gasalier, they framed 

the fly-blown mirror and the tawdry pictures ; and | know tired 
hands and eyes worked for many hours to fashion and fix those 
foolish chains, saying, ‘‘ It will please him—She will like to see 

the room look pretty”; and as I have looked at them they 

have grown, in some mysterious manner, to look beautiful 

to me. The gaudy-coloured child and dog irritates me, I 
confess; but I have watched a grimy, inartistic personage, 
smoothing it affectionately with toil-stained hand, while eager 

faces crowded round to admire and wonder at its blatant crudity. 

It hangs to this day in its cheap frame above the chimney-piece, 

the one bright spot relieving those sordid walls ; dull eyes stare 

and stare again at it, catching a vista, through its flashy tints, 

of the far-off land of art. Christmas Waits annoy me, and I 
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yearn to throw open the window and fling coal at them, and 
am often only restrained from giving way to this longing by the 
thought that, in the darkness, I might miss them, and hit, 
perhaps, instead the policeman. But I have known ‘ Hark! 
' the Herald Angels Sing ” wheezily chanted by fog-filled throats, 
and accompanied, hopelessly out of time, by a cornet and a 
flute, bring a great look of gladness to a workworn face. To 
her it was a message of hope and love, making the hard lite 
taste sweet. The mere thought of family gatherings, so 
customary at Christmas time, bores us superior people; but I 
think of an incident told me by a certain man, a friend of mine. 
This man knew a woman, and she was of a type that we 
virtuous people who are without sin do not care to speak of. 
One Christmas my friend, visiting a country house in Norfolk, 
came face to face with her, much to his surprise. The 
door of the little farm-house was open; she and an older 
woman were ironing at a table, and as her soft white 
hands passed to and fro, folding and smoothing the rumpled 
heap, she laughed and talked with the elder woman, con- 
cerning simple, homely things. My friend’s shadow fell 
across her work, and she, looking up, their eyes met ; but her 
face said plainly, ‘‘ I don’t know you, here, and here you do not 
know me. Here, I am a woman loved and respected. In this 
place, we have nothing to do with one another.” My friend 
passed in and spoke to the older woman, the wife of one of his 
host’s tenants, and she turned towards and introduced the 


younger : ‘‘ My daughter, sir. We do not see her very often. 
She is in a place in London, and cannot get away. But she 
always spends a few days with us at Christmas.” ‘‘It is the 


season for family reunions,” answered my friend, with just the 
suggestion of a sneer, which escaped from him unconsciously, 
and for which he hated himself. ‘‘ Yes, sir,” said the woman, 
not noticing ; ‘‘ she has never missed her Christmas dinner with 
the old folks, have you, Bess?” ‘‘ No, mother,” replied the 
girl, simply, and bent her head again over her work. So for 
these few days every year this woman left her furs and jewels, 
her fine clothes and dainty foods, behind her, and lived for a 
little space with what was clean and wholesome. It was the one 
anchor holding her to womanhood; and one likes to think that 
it was, perhaps, in the end strong enough to save her from the 
drifting waters. All which arguments in favour of Christmas and 

















s 


Sheree 4 


ae 3 


opiQe 
+,* 


Oh fy FeSO FY 


' 





, ‘ 
. 
‘ , 
. . 4 , 
. , 
, ” 
" ’ . . 
> ; ’ 
. ‘ 













| Toe ie 


Ing 
i. . 
m 


Te ERAS 3 Me Shae Se 
iE ENS = 





abe hens yok ae with aii Fe ane = 
: will encle ase the: card | in the package 8, $6 that. eta will 


‘know. from avhom the parcel come. Werw : 

















muinbers, “securely, and pay the ¥ b> Sessa 




















Ex Aaa fad v : ; th ; ALE 4 
Os “not, cere eae Helis rat ee Decne ane | a Rlpsteiie 
amp, the herome af The: Purgatarieal Tr ip jets, is 
) - pfefound Student, cof all phitos: shit d téfigions, sind she aled 
: ee : : haps me seule which | she thinks tab 
Fuad. 1 HEY: Purity ~and : Atheist : 
; sherilife. In the inter 
| thes 3 eon te oe of urge 
a) ie fe, here ent eres that ae is the: He Ne OF Ye 


hee ut 8 fe ree she 
es. in Towen “Ther 


"Phese ure an earnest Sane. : B ethedaatie eeshiets. 


uhh os thlenie: burglar, a Advanced. curate,” 
fay) sie a 5 _ sit 2 tari 


3 e alone but ee thee: and 4 ee : 


an will tha past 1 pains Wamnen whisper 
behind the Fas tha a one oe mn believed iy neliag 





THE BOOK HUNTER 651 


it was notorious that in his youth he had repeatedly insulted the 
purest impulses of womanhood by performing the degrading 
ceremony of marriage. True, he had repented and reformed, 
but the evil reputation of his youth still clung to him, and the 
New Women dared not trust him, although in their hearts they 
universally adm‘red him. 


% % % % 


The scene in which Hysteria is brought to the sudden know- 
ledge of the dangerous character of the curate is vividly 
painted. ‘‘ Hysteria was sitting at her dining-room table, 
gracefully swinging her feet, and repeating dreamily a verse 
from the ‘ Shastas.’ Wilkins (the curate) stood before her, with 
his hands plunged deep in his pockets, and a frown on his stern, 
dark face. ‘And so,’ he exclaimed, ‘you confess that you 
love all three of us.’ She bowed her head, but her lips did not 
move. ‘What are you going to do about it ?’ he asked, with a 
bitter excavated laugh. ‘Do you suppose that I am going to 
share your love with those Johnnies?  I’ll see you and them 
in | 





‘** Hush! Oh, hush!’ she cried. ‘Can it be that you have 
not yet rooted out your Christian selfishness! Are you deaf to 
the voice of altruism ? Can you od 

‘¢“« Enough of this,’ cried Wilkins, hoarsely. ‘I detest your 
altruism. You are weak enough to believe in it, but I believe 
in absolutely nothing. Religion, roulette, altruism, gravitation, 
the binomial theorem—I reject them all. Choose between me 
who stand naked of all shreds of belief, and those two cowardly 
conventional believers, one of whom respects policemen, while 
the other reverences roulette. They both reverence you; deny 
it if you can. As for me, I scorn to reverence or respect your 
alleged soul, your hypothetical brain, or your much too thin 
body. Accept my love, and with me you will rise to undreamed- 
of heights of disbelief. Choose either of those fellows, and you 
will sink surely and steadily into an abyss of belief. Decide 
quickly, for I shall not give you another chance.’ 

‘¢ She raised her tearful eyes to his. The man’s eyes burned 
into hers like the rays of an electric search-light. She felt 
herself fluttering like a moth into his soul’s deep parabolic 
reflector. ‘Micah Wilkins!’ she faltered, ‘I can resist no 
longer.’ And she threw herself from the table into his strong 
alpaca arms. 

‘¢ « We will be married at once,’ said Wilkins. 

‘* With a wild cry the unhappy girl tore herself loose. Fora 
moment the universe seemed to crash into ruins around her. 
The moon and stars, the paraffin lamps, and the curate’s meta- 
phorical search-light, went out. Then Hysteria’s native strength 
asserted itself once more. She seized a knife from the table. 
‘Go, wretch!’ she cried. ‘Go from the woman whose 
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purity you have insulted with your infamous suggestion of 
marriage. Away! before I plunge this knife into your false 
and foul waistcoat !’ 

‘‘ The baffled curate slunk from the outraged woman whom he 
had thought but a moment before to make his victim. He went 
out of the room without another word. Shame and anger had 
made such a temporary French Republic in his brain that he 
totally forgot to help himself to the best umbrella in the umbrella- 
stand. An hour later he was striving to forget his disgrace in 
the wild excitement of croquet.”’ 


% * % % 


There may be persons incapable of seeing the power and 
pathos of the foregoing scene, but it will appeal with irresistible 
force to every New Woman. The author excites, in an equal 
degree, our indignation at the wretch who dared to speak of 
marriage to the woman he professed to love, and our pity 
for the woman before whom this abyss of treachery and shame 
so suddenly opened. 

It would be unfair to tell the remainder of the story. It 
may, however, be said that it ends in lurid gloom and brilliant 
sadness. Hysteria finds the world too strong for her, and she 
finally escapes from it by the gate of suicide. In her dying 
moments she sees a vision (she has poisoned herself with 
lobster and milk), in which a glorious world, without marriage 
and without men, dazzles her gaze. This transformation scene, 
which rivals in beauty the transformation scene of the average 
Christmas pantomime, ends the most remarkable book of the 
season. The author’s fame is assured, and I confidently expect 
‘that her new religion will prove to be more popular than the 
most attractive of the recent religions invented by her pre- 
decessors in the path of womanly advancement. 


% a % x 


Complaint has sometimes been made that there is a certain 
sameness in Mr. Clarke Russell’s delightful sea stories. It is 
undoubtedy true that his crews have a persistent habit of rising in 
mutiny, killing their captain, and compelling the hero to navigate 
the ship, which he finally recaptures with the aid of the heroine 
and a single honest sailor. But it is not the author’s fault 
that he sometimes repeats himself. Shipwreck, fire, collision, 
and mutiny, are almost the only events that can happen in a sea 
story, and when a man has written as many sea stories as Mr. 
Russell has written, the wonder is not that they have a close 
family resemblance, but that the author has contrived to make 
them differ from one another to any appreciable extent. In Mr. 
Russell’s new book, Zhe Good Ship ‘‘ Mohock” (Chatto & 
Windus), there is a mutiny, but it is a very ingenious and entirely 
Rew sort of mutiny, and it is handled in a way to make the story 
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an extremely interesting one. Of course the book has its weak 
points, for while Mr. Russel? is unequalled in his painting of 
sea-scapes, he is not conspicuously successful in his creation of 
character. The passengers of the Mohock are, for the most part, 
lay figures, and the young woman who tells the story sometimes 
talks as a woman might be expected to talk when telling a story 
of the sea, while at other times she writes as no one but a sailor 
could write. However, it is ungracious to carp at these 
unimportant blemishes, and it would be hypercritical to point 
out that there never was a line of English clipper ships running 
between London and New York, or that the American liners of 
the period of which Mr. Russell writes carried railway iron and 
not gold coin from London. The story is full of incident and 
is admirably told, and the author cannot give us too many stories 
of the same sort. 

Speaking of sea stories, it is strange that Herman Melville’s 
Redburn should have been totally forgotten. Several of his 
books were recently reissued, but no publisher seems to have 
heard of Redburn. And yet it is the only novel ever written 
which gives a faithful picture of the forecastle of a New York 
and Liverpool liner in the pre-steamer days. There is a good 
deal of melodramatic rubbish in the book, but there are passages 
which no one but a man of genius could have written. 


*% % * % 


Genius, according to Professor Lombroso, is merely a form 
of insanity. He maintains that every man of genius is a lunatic. 
He has not as yet maintained the converse of this proposition, 
though one would fancy that the Professor’s self-esteem would 
lead him to argue that every lunatic is a man of genius. I am 
by no means sure that both propositions are not true. The 
other day I was reading a miserably printed little pamphlet 
issued in America some twenty years ago by an undoubted 
lunatic. It was horribly incoherent, and I had nearly finished it 
without coming across a single intelligible idea, when suddenly 
out of the dull rubbish gleamed this allusion to death, the fear 
of which the writer asserted that he had totally lost. ‘‘ Where 
once the battlements of Heaven thundered dismay, my grey gull 
lifts her wing against the nightfall, and takes the dim leagues 
with fearless eye.” If lunacy can give birth to sucha meta- 
phor, what a pity it is that some of our minor poets could not 
go quite mad without further delay. 


a % % % 


« A few years ago, a man who was in great mental distress, 
and sorely in need of wise counsel, wrote to Dr. Oliver Wendell 
Holmes as to a father confessor. By return mail he received a 
letter, which I afterwards saw. The man was a total stranger 

_ to Dr. Holmes, and had no possible claim upon the latter’s 
. Attention, but the kind old man, whose enfeebled condition made 
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writing a serious task, wrote to his unknown correspondent 
four pages of wise advice, warm sympathy, and hearty encou- 
ragement. Almost any other man would either have left the 
letter unanswered, or would have dictated to his amanuensis a 
few lines of cold and courteous acknowledgment. The letter 
was but one of the countless kind acts which characterised the 
long life of the ‘‘ Autocrat.” Dr. Holmes was a master of wit 
and sarcasm, but he never wrote a line that could hurt the 
feelings of any honest man. He was merciless in his ridicule 
of quacks of every sort, but for the rest of his fellow-men he 
had nothing but kindness. I greatly admire some of his verses, 
and to my mind there is more originality and power in his 
Elste Venner than in any of the romances of Hawthorne; but 
the man was far more lovable than his books. Indeed, those 
who were admitted to his friendship were prone to underesti- 
mate the author in their love and admiration for the man; while 
those who did not know him personally thought of him as a 
brilliant wit, rather than a strong, clear-sighted man of genius. 
I doubt if he will ever have the place in literature which he 
merited, but there are those in whose memory he will live as 
the kindest, sweetest, and most guileless soul of the century. 


% *% * % 


The contents of My First Book (Chatto & Windus), with the 
exception of the dainty and delicate story which Mr. Jerome con- 
tributes by way of an introduction, are already familiar to the 
readers of THE IDLER. The reader cannot fail to be struck by 
the evidence which the book affords of the curious inability of 
publishers to estimate aright the selling qualities of a book. 
There was Dr. Conan Doyle’s Micah Clarke, which was 
declined by various publishers on the ground that it was not 
interesting. There was the Wreck of the Grosvenor, which 
had a similar experience, and was finally bought outright for 
fifty pounds. The book has already had a sale, in England 
alone, of thirty-five thousand copies. There is Mr. George 
Sims, who tells us that it took thirteen years of persistent effort 
and industry before he could succeed in getting a single article 
published and paid for. And Mr. Kipling, had he been cruelly 
disposed, might have mentioned that a great publishing house 
declined his Plain Tales from the Hills, on the ground that 
they lacked merit and interest. Evidently the business of 
publishing books as now conducted, is an extremely uncertain 
one, and we need not wonder at the publishers’ complaint that 
the risks run by them are not appreciated by authors. 

What the publishers ought to do is to change their method 
of conducting business. Ifthey were to place in a hat the 
names of all manuscripts submitted to them, and to draw out a 
certain number for acceptance, they would probably lose less 
money on unsaleable books than they now lose by backing the 
selections made for them by ‘‘ readers”’ who assure them that 
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such and such a book is ‘‘an absolute moral.” There are 
publishers who, doubtless because of a vague recollection of the 
oracle of Delphi, employ a Pythoness to sit on her private tripod, 
and prophesy concerning manuscripts. But the Pythoness is 
even more untrustworthy than the male ‘‘ reader,” for was it not 
a Pythoness who saw nothing in the Wreck of the Grosvenor 
except a mere ‘‘ catalogue of ship’s furniture”; and was it not 
another Pythoness who foresaw that Plain Tales from the 
ffills would never sell? To select manuscripts for publication 
by drawing the names from a hat would eliminate more or less 
of the uncertainty which now characterises the business, and 
perceptibly increase the meritorious author’s chances of having 
his manuscript accepted. 


*% % % % 


If the publisher would recognise the fact that he now makes 
his living by gambling in manuscripts, and would then proceed 
to place his business on a sound basis by assimilating it to some 
such well-ordered game as roulette, or rouge et noir, he would 
be able to count with certainty on a handsome percentage of 
winnings. For example, a publisher might agree to publish 
any manuscript submitted to him, provided the author would 
pay the costs of publication, and, say, five pounds in addition. 
If the book did not sell the author would lose only the few 
pounds paid by him, and the publisher would lose nothing. If, 
however, the book should sell the profits of the first thousand 
copies should go to the publisher, and all subsequent profits to 
the author. The table (I should say the publisher) would make 
his modest five pounds on every book published by him, and 
would stand to win the entire profits on the first thousand copies 
of every successful book. The author, in case his book was a 
failure, would lose only his original stake, while he would stand 
to win largely in case his book should succeed. If the game 
were played in this way, neither author nor publisher would 
have any just cause for complaint. Under the present system 
each party has frequent reason for discontent. The publishers 
undoubtedly mean well, but their reckless ‘‘ plunging” must 
have a demoralising effect upon them. A ‘‘ bookmaker” who 
should conduct his business as recklessly as the publisher 
conducts his own, would soon, and properly, find his way to an 


almshouse. 
v3 vs x * 


Certain Italian admirers of Shelley have recently erected a 
monument in his honour at Viareggio. The last generation of 
Italians knew no recent English poet except Byron, but to-day 
it is the fashion among Italian men of letters to rank Shelley as 
greatly the superior of Byron, not only as a poet but as a man. 
Years aye it was the almost’unanimous opinion of Englishmen 
that Byron was an extremely bad man, and that Shelley, in spite 


656 THE IDLER. 


of his theological views, was almost a saint in comparison with 
- the wicked peer. Time has brought about a truer estimate of 
the two men. Byron was certainly very far from being a moral 
man, but he was, at least, a manly man, while Shelley, especially 
in his treatment of women, was not merely a cad, but a particu- 
larly cruel cad. If Byron had the vices of an unrestrained man 
he had at least some of the manly virtues, but Shelley had the 
soul of a vicious woman, without heart and without conscience. 
The more we know of Shelley the more impossible it becomes 
to look upon him as an angel with one wing slightly soiled with 
inadvertent atheism. | 

There has also been a decided change in the general estima- 
tion of Dickens asa man. Formerly there was undeniably an 
impression that Dickens was something of an egotist, and that 
his life had not been, to put it mildly, an unselfish one. But the 
publication of Dickens’ letters, and the reminiscences of those 
who knew him, have shown that in the whole history of English 
literature there has never been an eminent author who took half 
the pains to encourage and help young writers that Dickens 
habitually took. Dickens may have occasionally committed the 
sin of wearing waistcoats and neckties wanting in modesty of 
hue and pattern, but he was never guilty of the bad taste of 
cynicism and heartlessness. 


* * *% % 


To pretend to be the daughter of an American millionaire, 
consumed with a desire to enter English society, to advertise 
for a chaperon, and then to make ‘‘copy” out of the letters 
received in answer to the advertisement, is one of the most 
recent methods of book-making. The plan is capable of almost 
_indefinite extension. A writer might profess to be in great 
Spiritua] distress, and, by writing for counsel and sympathy to 
various clergymen, might obtain a large number of letters 
capable of being served up with humorous and sarcastic com- 
ments. Or, again, the writer might obtain a situation as nurse 
to some distinguished patient, and then publish a full account of 
the patient’s most private symptoms. Or, what would perhaps 
be still more entertaining, the writer might, if she were a woman, 
induce some respectable middle-aged gentleman to fall in love 
with her, and to write love letters which would make the most 
readable of ‘‘copy.” If a volume thus prepared were to be 
illustrated with photographs of the lover secretly taken with 
the help of an instantaneous camera, the interest of the book 
would be heightened. It is evident that there are great possi- 
bilities in this new field of literature, and we ought to be especi- 
ally grateful to the author who has been the first to discover and 
cultivate it. A book made up of information surreptitiously 
obtained from unsuspecting people would be read in nearly every 
kitchen in the land. 
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Sot Practical. 


By AntHony Hope. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY HAL Hurst. 


HAD never been nearer doing it in all my life. In fact, 
I was just about to do it when young Stevenage hove in 
sight. 

‘*] rather like Lord Stevenage, don’t you?” said Lady Amy. 

‘‘ He’s not a bad chap,” said I. 

‘‘Only,” observed Lady Amy, ‘‘ he’s so poor, poor boy.” 

‘¢ So what ?” I cried. 

‘‘} don’t suppose,” said she, impressively, ‘‘ that what with 
the fall of rents and so on, he can have more than five thousand 
a year.” L's 
_ I looked at Lady Amy. Then I remarked, with a touch of 
satire : 

‘* Unhappy devil !”’ 

The satire did not reach Lady Amy. 

‘‘ Yes,” said she, ‘‘it’s horrid for him; but he may get a a 
little bit more when his aunt dies.” 

There was a thoughtful, apeeuialive look in Lady Amy’s eye. 
That look is familiar to me. 

‘“‘My aunt is dead,” said I, proudly. ‘*And_ she left 
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me 





“* But it won’t be more than two or three thousand,” pursued 
Lady Amy, sadly. 

‘‘Not a bit more,” said I. (It was two or three hundred 
really.) 

‘‘ Still it would just help,” said Lady Amy; and she bowed 
most graciously to Stevenage. 

Matters standing thus, I thought I would do it after all. 
It would relieve my feelings (for she was looking atrociously 
pretty); it might also be healthy for Lady Amy. 

‘One mustn’t think of money,” said I. 

‘‘OF course, one oughtn’t to think too much of it,” agreed 
Lady Amy. 

‘If I loved a girl,” said I, ‘the fact of her only having a 
thousand or twoa year would not stop me.” - 

‘*Wouldn’t it indeed, Mr. Vansittdrt ?” 


* 


W LADY Amy's yg.” 
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‘‘] was taking your hand,” said I. 

‘*' Well, but you mustn’t ; because it’s quite impossible, and 
absurd, and—there, you’ve held it quite long enough now. I’m 
very sorry, really I am, Mr. Vansittart, but as 

‘‘ Sorry 2? What are you sorry for, Amy ?”’ 

‘* Now you mustn’t call me——” 

‘“T do believe,” I cried, ‘‘ that you’re going to refuse me !”’ 

** Certainly I am,” said Lady Amy. 

‘I never heard of such a thing in my life,” said I, indig- 
nantly. 

Lady Amy looked at me. I had never quite known how 
much (or how little) I loved Lady Amy. The question, you 
see, was really not a practical one; but I think I looked as if 
I loved her a good deal, for she said, with a perplexed little 
laugh : 

‘* How silly you are! Because we were such good friends, 
Mr. Vansittart.” 

‘* Your heart is softening,” I observed. ‘‘ You like me very 
much, really.” 

‘*T should really just like to hear what mamma would say!” 
said Lady Amy. 

‘*You shall enjoy the pleasure in ten minutes,” I promised 
her, preparing to rise. 

‘*QOh, Mr. Vansittart, please! Oh, no, please! Oh, please, 
sit still! I—I didn’t mean anything of the kind. It is abso- 
lutely out of the question. Besides, I don’t—don’t care for you, 
you know.” 

‘* That’s a mere afterthought,” said I, severely. 

‘* And even if I did——” 

‘* And even though you do—— ?” 

‘* Oh, dear me, what’s the use of talking about it? If I liked 
you ever so much, it would be——” 

‘Only half as much as I like you,” said I. I was quite 
interested in the thing by now. 

‘Oh, Mr. Vansittart, this is most painful——” 

** Painful?” I cried. 

‘Why, of course. When I like you so much as a—— ! 

‘* Well, I suppose it is painful in a way,” I conceded, reluc- 
tantly. 

‘‘But I shall always like to remember that you paid me 
the . 

‘You oughtn’t to like to remember it, you know.” 
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‘‘T suppose I oughtn’t, but Sometimes I think it’s a 
horrid world, don’t you, Mr. Vansittart? Oh, be careful ! 
There’s Lord—I mean, there’s somebody coming.” 

‘It’s nothing to me who’s coming,” said I. ‘‘I am only 
being refused—and if I don’t mind, why should: you ?” 

Then Lady Amy said in a curious tone—quite low, you 
know, and not quite steady, and—oh, hang it, I can’t describe 
it— 

‘¢You mustn’t be unkind to me, Mr. Vansittart.” 

I looked at Lady Amy. My cousin Flo never allows that she 
was pretty. Well, I don’t know. 

‘‘It is rather a beast of a world,” said I. 

**T just shouldn’t dare,” said Lady Amy. 

‘¢T was-an infernal brute ever to——” 

‘¢ Oh, no, you weren’t. I—I didn’t mind it—much, you know. 
- But you must have known it was absurd, mustn’t you?” 

‘*T knew it,” said I, gloomily, ‘‘ till half-way through.” 

‘‘Then you forgot it?” she asked, lifting her lashes for an 
instant. | 

 Yes—clean,” Said I. 

A pause followed. Then Lady Amy gave another little laugh, 
and said: ‘‘ Heigho! I—I nearly forgot it too. Shall: we go 
back to the room?” (We had been upon the stairs.) 

‘* I suppose we’d better,” said I, rising. 

‘‘In a minute,” said Lady Amy; and she took a little lace 
spider’s web, and delicately ‘Am I all right now?” she 
asked. 

‘*No one would ever suspect it,” said I, giving her my arm. 

She took it, and we set out. Just as we reached the door 
of the room, I felt a sudden little pressure on my arm, and a 
sudden grip of slim fingers ; and a voice said in my ear: 

‘‘It was rather dear of you to forget, Dick.” 

And before I could answer—for just at first I couldn’t answer 
—lLady Amy was gone, and I drifted alone across the room till 
I found myself opposite the Marchioness. 

‘‘Oh, Mr. Vansittart, have you seen my daughter? I’ve 
been looking for her everywhere, and Lord Stevenage has been 
helping me, but we can’t find her.” 

‘*T lost sight of her only a minute ago,” said I. 

‘‘ What can she have been doing?” asked the Marchionzss. 

‘“Oh, she’s been all right,” said I, reassuringly. 

‘*] want to introduce Mr. Br Oh, why, there che is 
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‘‘Isn’t it infernal ?” he asked. | 

‘*Tt’s as infernal as they make it,” I agreed. 

It happened that at this point we came opposite my club. I 
took Stevenage in. and we: had some brandy and soda-water. 
Stevenage drank his at a gulp, and observed : 

‘‘The poor girl daren’t do as she likes, you see.” 

‘* No; if she did ” said I, gazing at the smoke-rings., 

‘‘If she did ” said Stevenage, leaning forward. 

‘Upon my honour, I. DENEVE she would have ” But | 
stopped abruptly. 

Yet. something caught Stevenage’ s eye, for he said : 

_ ‘By the way, you had a pod long sitting with her on those 
stairs: ee : 
_. Oh, that was nothing,’ iy sail I, modestly. : 
eet ix Vou seemed “to find, 4. Jat. t6 sdy; though, ”’ he remarked. 

J leant fotward in Hy, buts and” ‘laid my hand on HOEEVENEEE s 
“hiee. oP cae 

«7 was Galye! said I,.? a \ ashi her. td marry me.’ 

| Stevenage started most. Wioleatlys,. 

‘« What! he cried. <2 * 

ws I was only,” I repeated, is offering iny hand to her.” 

“You 3 were offering your hand to Lady Amy ?” 

“Well; my: ‘dear fellow, haven’t I told you so twice already ? 
Oh, don’t be. uneasy. You can ‘fight it out with poe eo Sne 
refused mé.” 7 | 

But Stevenage finished his brandy and soda-water, ‘threw 
away his cigar; rose, put on his hat, buttoned up his coat, pang 
thus equipped, stood staring at me for a minute. 

‘‘Well, that is a good ’un,” said he. 

I believe he still tells the story—as an example of impudence 
—but he doesn’t tell it all; and he still thinks himself very il'- 
used by mend Amy Brampton, Ah, well, she was a charming 
girl. 
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knowledge and with sympathy. I have thought sometimes that 
I would, at least, prepare a volume of ‘‘ Talks with Irving,” 
passages of conversation, reminiscences of- chimney-corner 
gossip, and incidents of travel. Meanwhile, says Tue IDLER, 
why not-give us-a chapter of the unwritten book in a series of 
stories of famous men? Why not? 

When I had that prospective volume more in my mind than 
usual, Irving talked with me about his. birth-place. 

‘‘T was born, as you know,” he said, ‘‘at Keinton, near 
Glastonbury. My biographers, at least some of them, prefer to 
say I was born at Glastonbury, as if to pet in a graphic reference 
to the staff of Arimathea, which, according to tradition, took 
root there, and blossomed at Christmas. But the place was 
Keinton. I hope I don’t do it an injustice, but it seems to me a 
God-forsaken little village. My memory of it is an infantile one. 
I left it when I was about four, I Suppose ; s:and I could not have 
been more than three when the incident - occurred that is 
implanted in my mind as the chief thing I remember. about 
Keinton. I used to toddle into a neighbour's farm. His name 
was Hoddy. One day I was attacked by some sheep, more 
particularly by aram. I was a good deal knocked about by the - 
brute with horns. The occurrence is in my mind even now asa 
dreadful memory. _ = ae 

**T did ‘not see Keinton again until some years ago.” 

It was in 1888, by the way, when this talk took place, and 
by the fire at Brook Green. 

‘*' When I went to Keinton with the Batemans, I had an idea 
that I should remember the place thoroughly ; but when I got 
there it was quite strange to me. It was altogether a different 
place from what I thought; not at all like the picture I had in 
my mind. Furthermore, I could not remember the name of the 
farmer in whose meadow I had come to grief with the sheep. I 
fancied, however, that I should remember it if I saw it, so I 
went into the churchyard, and after a little time I stumbled on it 
—Hoddy. I looked about for the house where I had lived, but 
could not recall it. At last I came to a house that I felt I knew. 
I went in and asked questions. They said no one had lived 
in it by the name of Brodribb. They named several dead and 
gone who had lived i init. At last they mentioned Hoddy. It 
was a family of two or three generations back, they said. Then 
they fixed the date, and it turned out to be the house of the 
farmer to whom the sheep belonged. My visit to Keinton did 
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To this day I never pass the place by railway without a shudder. 
I become depressed the moment the familiar little stations close 
by begin to show themselves. What a delightful thing by way 
of contrast pleasurable impressions are! But we were talking 
about the days when I was a child. . 

‘‘My mother, lovable, devoted, a woman of fine feeling, and 
whose affections were self-sacrificing, was anxious that I should 
be brought up in the invigorating air of Cornwall, where she 
was born. Her maiden name was Behenna; my father’s, 
Brodribb, as you know. My mother had a sister in Cornwall, 
who had married a locally-famous mining captain, one Penberthy. 
His name is still well-known round about St. Ives. He was an 
adventurous, strong character, Cornish to the backbone. He 
had worked in Mexico—the mine was the Rel del Monte, near 
Vera Cruz. He carried it to a high pitch of prosperity, and 
then went home to Cornwall to marry my aunt, and take charge 
of four extensive Cornish mines. They had two boys and a girl 
when my mother took me to Halestown, where they lived, and 
left me with my aunt while she joined my father, first in Bristol 
and then in London. It was a wonderful district, Halestown ; 
wild, beautiful, strange, and there could be no doubt about its 
fresh air, and the wisdom of my dear, good mother in giving me 
the advantage of breathing it, to the benefit of my health and 
strength. At first | was miserable enough, parted with my 
mother as if my heart were breaking, but did not show half 
I felt, nor she either ; but it was the right thing. At the time I 
speak of, Captain Penberthy, my aunt’s husband, was an 
Inspector of Mines; a remarkable man, a giant. My aunt, 
you know, is still living, a grand old lady. I remember that, 
with the other children, I used to go and meet my uncle at the 
mine. He would be underground one week, and the next week 
above. When he was underground all day, he would come 
home in the evening ; as I say, we went to meet him. I was a 
little afraid of him. I think he liked me. He fondled me ina 
rough kind of way, like a bear with a cub. We used to see him 
along way off, with his big arms open to welcome us. I rushed 
into his arms with the rest, but still I was a little afraid.” 

Then, breaking off to emphasise what he was about to say 
next, Irving lifted up his head and looked at me as if he would 
challenge controversy—a defiant kind of manner which comes to 
him occasionally when he gives expression to something that he 
feels deeply. 
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since. I took her to see the Baroness Burdett Coutts, when the 
Baroness’s friend, Mrs. Brown, was alive. My aunt was the 
aristocrat of the meeting ; she was the queen—she had a simple, 
grand air of superiority ; rather looked down, I dare say, upon 
what she would consider the worldly woman of London. A fine 
woman, a rigid teetotaller; but a woman of common sense. 
She looked wonderfully well, and was, indeed, in capital health. 
‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘I am very well, indeed ; and on these long 
journeys I carry with me a small flask of brandy, and take a 
little ; the travelling fatigues me, and I find the brandy gives me 
life. It is the elixir vite!’ Fine, wasitnot? Hereis a woman 
strong enough all her life to be teetotal, yet sensible enough to 
take a little alcohol as a medicine.” 

It was a lovely old room in which we had this after-dinner 
chat. I was visiting Irving at Brook Green. The dining-room 
might have been a simple Lyceum set, in which the artist has 
striven to represent an unostentatious interior with all the pic- 
turesqueness of the old days, and all the luxurious conveniences 
of the new. The dark oak sideboard and overmantel-piece, the 
soft Turkey carpet, the brass dogs in the fender, and the white 
shining glass on the polished table, are incidents that I recall 
with the pleasurable memories to which they belong; and out- 
side, every now and then, in the distance, the bay of one of my 
host’s favourite hounds. We might have been miles away in 
Irving’s favourite Cornwall, for any sound there was to interrupt 
us. 

The time was winter, and there was holly mixed up with the 
picture-frames on the walls, and red berries glistening in the fire- 
light. It was called ‘‘The Grange,” and it might have been a 
picturesque relic of the time when Christmas was universally cele- 
brated with wassail and yule log, and great feasts, so successfully 
hadthe architect transformed a simple cottage, with suggestions of 
a Georgian history,into the semblance of an ancient manor-house. 
It had all the characteristics of ‘‘ the good old days,” with modern 
combinations of art and utility in furniture and decoration. A 
wing was added to each side of the main and older portion of the 
original house, outer offices and a lodge erected, and a new en- 
trance hall constructed, the porch of which stands for the initial 
letter of this article. A garden of several acres gave to the 
place a country atmosphere, and afforded an example of the 
region around Hammersmith before the advent of railways. It 
had been a labour of love to reconstruct and furnish ‘‘ The 


STORIES OF FAMOUS MEN. 675 


ad 


Grange.” No new play had ever received half the solicitous care 
and personal attention. It was the actor’s recreation to stage- 
, manage this very real and beautiful scene, to make it a home of 

‘‘ English peace,” and luxurious ease. On summer days there 
were hammocks in the garden amidst old-fashioned flowers. In 
the autumn there were bushels of fruit, not forgetting a superb 
mulberry tree, its branches loaded with luscious berries. Winter 
brought roaring fires of wood, reflected in polished floors. In the 
quaint dining-room there were shaded lamps, and rich rugs and 
carpets, and, above all, that air of comfort which bespeaks the 
generous host. ‘‘ The Grange,’ however, proved, after all, an im- 
possible possession to a busy man, who, during most of his life had 
lived in chambers, and had no leisure for old manor-houses and 
gardens, and guest rooms, and housekeeping. So, after a year 
or two, Irving returned to Grafton Street, and gave back to the 
theatre the time he had hoped to spend at Brook Green ; and ‘‘ The 
Grange” only remains a pleasant memory of ‘‘ dreams, idle 
dreams.” But that is another story, so let us take up the thread 
of the one we have dropped. 

‘* Well, now, about my Aunt Penberthy’s character, and the 
way she lived with her husband. They never quarrelled ; they 
were always happy. She was always cheerful ; but one day, when 
she was out, he came home from the mine offended at something 
there or at home, and, to our amazement, walked into the kitchen 
where we youngsters were, and began to smash everything he 
could lay his hands on. He took up the chairs and broke them 
across his knee, and they were pretty strong too, nothing, how- 
ever, tohim; he snapped them as if they had been the merest 
sticks. Drawers, tables, he smashed everything ; then walked 
out and went back to the mine. We were all terrified while 
this was going on. As for me, I got behind the door or any- 
where else out of his way. It was a fine old Cornish kitchen, 
ingle nook, great oak beams, bacon and hams hanging on the 
beams, a regular farmer-like country kitchen. When he was 
gone, we breathed again and nolonger feared. We simply waited 
for the queen’s return ; only wondering what she would say. In 
the evening we went to meet him as usual, my aunt with us. 
There he was coming along, as before, with his great wide 
arms and in the same flannel costume; the very self-same 
giant of the day before. We gave him the same old greeting ; 
he received us in the same old hearty way. My aunt and 
he walked together in their customary manner, she leaning 
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laugh, it was tremendous. My aunt laughed, too. What de you 
think he laughed at? The wreck of the furniture had been got 
together and displayed by my aunt, as if the whole business was 
a huge joke. Broken chairs, table-legs, a cupboard door, pieces 
of an old seat, all manner of things were hung upon the walls, 
as if they were pictures, articles of virtu, bric-a-brac. And this 
was all that occurred. There was no scene; only the laughter. 
During the next day or two the place was put to rights, and 
neverfor a moment did the affair disturb the happiness of the 
household ; she knew how to live with her husband, and he loved 
her in his big devil-may-care kind of way. I look back with 
intense admiration on them both, but with reverence and respect 
for her,” 

Turning over my notes at this period,I find a reference to 
‘* Shirley.” It isa memorandum of my own. It was not mentioned 
by Irving. I question if he has read the book, but he related 
an incident of Halestown with a mixture of admiration, tempered, 
as it seemed to me, so much with apology, that one day I asked 
him if there would be any impropriety in printing the story. 
‘“ None, whatever,” he said, ‘‘I think it a fine illustration of a 
fine woman’s character.” I remembered afterwards a page of 
fiction that was not unlike it, so true is fiction in the hands of 
the great writer, You remember the chapter where it is said 
the mistress had never called a servant in so peremptory a tone 
as she called Mrs. Gill to send relief to Mr. Moore at the mill, 
save once before, and that was when she had seen from the 
window Tartar in full tug with two carriers’ dogs, each of them 
a match for him in size, if not in courage, and their masters 
standing by encouraging their animals, while her’s was un- 
befriended. Then, indeed, she had summoned John as if the 
Day of Judgment were at hand, nor had she waited for the said 
John’s coming, but had walked out into the lane bonnetless, 
and informing the carriers that she held them far less of men 
than the three brutes whirling and worrying in the dust before 
them, had put her hands round the neck of the largest of the 
curs and given her whole strength to the essay of choking it 
from Tartar’s torn and bleeding eye, just above and below 
which organ the vengeful fangs were inserted. Five or six men 
were presently on the spot to help her, but she never thanked 
one of them. ‘‘ They might have come before if their will had 
been good.” Then you know how she spent the remainder of the 
day, sitting by the fire and tending the scared old canine warrior. 
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A similar combination of courage and tenderness is character- 
istic of Mrs. Penberthy in the stories Irving tells of her. She 
has many of the ‘‘Shirley” peculiarities, and something of the same 
intellectual breadth of mind. The truth of the incident I am 
about to repeat from Irving’s lips, is more dramatic than that 
of the famous Bronté fiction, and it is one of sundry Cornish 
incidents that must have greatly influenced the boy’s future life 
and work. Indeed, one traces in his idiosyncrasies the results 
of an intense admiration of the character of his aunt. Her 
patience, courage, independence of thought and steadfast faith, 
were stamped upon the young mind never to be effaced. 

One would not, perhaps, be inclined to dwell upon these early 
impressions, and the power of a lad’s environment in controlling 
his future, if Irving were simply a mere actor; but he is so much 
more than a mere actor that one finds a certain fascination in 
looking back into his first years for the lessons and examples 
that have helped to make him what he is, a man of tremendous 
personal force, of varied reading and emotions ; strong passions, 
possessing the great capacity of working and waiting ; an artist 
- with a keen sense of colour and the grouping of figures ; a poet 
in his high appreciation of the noblest fancy ; a subtle interpreter 
of the finest feeling ; a man of affairs, full of charity ; and under- 
lying all this an imagination peculiarly receptive of the sombre 
and the tragic. Educated among the rugged scenes of a 
mining district, brought up in a family of a strong individuality, 
with such an aunt and uncle as we have seen, not to mention a 
fanatical relative not unlike what a professedly religious Granny 
Dixon, in ‘‘ Howarths,” might have been, the imagination of the 
future actor must have been greatly influenced in the direction of 
the weird, hence his first study for recitation was ‘‘ The Uncle,” 
and his two greatest melodramatic performances, ‘‘ The Bells” 
and ‘‘ Louis the Eleventh.” 

Well, this was Irving’s story :— 

‘‘ Now I am going to tell you something about her that may 
shock you, may perhaps give you what you will consider a less 
admirable view of her character than that I have claimed for 
her; but I think it fine, and, at the same time, it is eminently 
characteristic of the woman. We were out walking, she and I 
and her children. We came toa rather high bank; it sloped 
down sharply upon the path. We had alittle harmless dog with 
us. Two men at the top of this bank had with them a sort of 
mongrel bull-terrier, an ugly, vicious-looking brute; the men 
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stage he loved it. Before he left school he had partly made 
up his mind to be an actor. When he found himself sitting at 
a desk to begin life as a clerk, he resolved that nothing should 
prevent him from going upon the stage; and two worlds, the 
Old and the New, are glad that he had the courage of his 
ambition. . 

It will be interesting to mention that, in the autumn of 1883, 
Irving asked me to lunch at the Garrick to meet an old friend 
of his. He introduced me to a tall, well-built man with the 
manner and appearance of a traveller. He had lightish hair, - 
his complexion was rather florid, and he wore a beard and 
moustache, and imperial or ‘‘ goatee ’’—something after the 
American fashion. 

‘* This is my cousin, Captain Penberthy,” said Irving. ‘‘ You 
will remember me telling you all about his father.” 

My fellow-guest spoke with just a suggestion of a West of 
England dialect, was self-possessed, and looked his relationship 

to the Cornishman who managed the mines round about St. 
_ Ives, in the young days of Henry Irving, his wife’s nephew. 
This other Captain Penberthy remarked, as we sat with our feet 
under the Garrick mahogany, that he and Irving left home at 
-about the same time to begin their careers. Like his pro- 
genitor, Penberthy went off on a mining expedition to Mexico. 
He had been in that country for something like seventeen 
years, and had recently retired from the management of a very 
extensive silver-mine in Texas. He was now on his way to the 
Argentine Republic, and had looked in at the Lyceum Theatre 
to see the friend of his boyhood act, and very much astonished — 
and delighted he had been. It all seemed very strange to him 
when he looked back to the time when they lived together at 
Halestown. 

Irving has an easy, genial way of making a man talk when 
he knows that his guest will have something to say that is 
worth hearing. He drew his cousin out without any difficulty 
and was deeply interested, as I was, in the mining captain’s con- 
versation, wherein he spoke of most disastrous chances, of 
moving accidents by flood and field, of hairbreadth escapcs, not 
in the mines alone, but in scenes of civic strife and revolution. 

‘* Mexico is even a wilder country than Cornwall?” Irving 
remarked, interrogatively. 

‘©’ Why, yes,” said the mining captain, with a genial smile ; ‘I 
carried my life in my hands there eleven years ago. So rapid 
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wére the changes of Government in those days, that when we 
went down the mine in the morning, we did not know what 
regimé we should be living under when we came up at night. 
We had to be very careful how we spoke of men and things 
until we had found out where we stood, and to whom we owed 
allegiance.” 

‘* We don’t change our bill at the Lyceum as often as that,” 
said Irving. 

‘‘T assure you I am not exaggerating,” Penberthy replied. 

‘‘Why should you?” said Irving. ‘‘ Mining in Mexico and 
Texas must be. sufficiently exciting withoyt drawing the long 
bow. Why, I remember there were sensational events round 
about Halestown even when we were lads.” 

‘‘Qh, yes,” Penberthy replied, with a smile; ‘‘ but they don’t 
match with things that can happen to a man in Mexico.” 

Whereupon he related several instances in point, with a quiet, 
dramatic touch, not altogether unworthy of his more famous 
relative. 

Then he gave us an account of the various decorative uses of 
the ‘‘ Mexican Bug,” as the Americans designate a fat little 
phosphorescent insect, specimens of which I, myself, once brought 
from the United States, whither they had been imported by a 
traveller whom I met on an ocean steamer. 

‘*The Mexican women,” continued Penberthy, ‘‘ are very 
beautiful. They wear these insects arranged as necklets, but 
mostly in their hair. A woman entering a room in an evening, 
when the lights are low—the effect is wonderful—the woman’s 
head seeming to swim in a kind of halo; it would bea fine 
effect on the stage.” 

‘* No doubt,” said Irving, ‘‘ you must have seen many things 
that would give one a hint for the Lyceum.”’ 

‘‘ Well, I dare say,” replied Penberthy, not quite sure of his 
ground ; he had seen so much at the Lyceum beyond anything he 
had ever dreamt of in Mexico; and, moreover, Irving was look- 
ing at him with an inquiring twinkle under his bushy eyebrows 
that might mean anything, even an intention to unduly draw out 
his unsophisticated, if much travelled, cousin. 

‘‘ Have youmade any record of yourexperiences?” Irving asked. 

‘‘T have kept a diary all my life.” 

‘¢ All your life?” said Irving. 

‘‘It is at the present moment in twenty volumes,” said the 
cousin, enjoying Irving’s astonishment. 
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market gardener. I’d feel pleased when I thought of reaping 
wheat and cutting down grass, of going home at sundown on 
top of a wagon-load of hay, the air sweet as nuts, and sitting 
down to a burstin’ blow-out of ale and roasted apples, and 
bread and cheese. ‘‘ Go away, salt water!” I’d think then. 

I was about thirty-five years old, and looked forty-five ; 
Lobscouse’ll serve yer measlier than weather. They say a weak 
heart paints the nose blue, which colours the spirits, Soup an’ 
_bully’s worse than a decayed vital, and if yer leave yer teeth in 
the mess-kid, how many spoonfuls of pease-soup do it take to 
raise a wrinkle ? 

The ship duly arrived, and I, along with the rest, was paid 
off. There was twenty-two months’ wages to take up, so I had 
scope to ride by. I took a lodging at 2, Bromley Street, Com- 
mercial Road, and spent two pound in a land-going rig-out. 
Then I was at a loss. The name of the landlady was Mrs. 
Bloomer, and her husband was a waterman. Meeting her one 
day in ce passage as I was going to take a turn to look about 
me : 

‘©T should like,” I says, ‘‘ to have a short yarn with you, 
Missis, if you’ve Bor a minute.’ 

‘* Certainly, sir,” she answers. 7 

‘* Don’t szv me, I beg,” says I. ‘‘l’m no dog.” 

She steps me into a bit of a parlour, close with careful 
keeping. There was a little looking-glass over the mantel-shelf, 
bound in yaller gauze, with oyster shells for occasional orna- 
ments, and a glass case, with a stuffed bird, in the front window. 

‘*Can I sit 2?” says I. | 

‘Why, yes,” says she, smiling. ‘‘ It can’t hurt yer.” 

I put down my cap, and took a chair, and says, ‘ Mrs. 
. Bloomer, I’ve been a sailorman all my life, and have come 
ashore to find a job, meaning to stop ashore. I’ve got a few 
pounds, and can hold out for some time, and I want you to tell 
me how I ought to go to work.” 

‘‘ What’s your age ?”’ says she, looking me over. 

I told her. | 

‘‘There’s a many situations a-going,” says she, “and a 
handy man ought never to want for a job. Why not turn 
waterman?” _ . 

‘‘No more water for me,” says I. 

‘‘ Light porter,” says she. 

Thought she meant something to drink. 
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knock, and Mrs. Bloomer sings out, ‘‘Mr. Pooley, the party that 
called yesterday is a-waiting to see you in my parlour.” 

‘‘Right,” says I, and wiping off the soap, I put on my jacket 
and went downstairs. 

There was a woman and her little boy standing by the table. 
She wore a green hat, and looked to be got up for a Sunday 
outing. The boy for his tidy looks was like one of them children 
that sings in the streets along with men in clean jumpers, and 
women with babies under their shawls. Mrs. Bloomer, standing 
beside the door, says, ‘‘ This is Mr. Pooley.” 

When I steps in the woman took and dodged a bit, shooting 
her head out first to port, then to starboard, a-screwdriving of 
her eyes into me with the twistings of her face. She then says 
faintly : 

‘‘ Lor—why—yes. Bill!” and grasping the table she fell to 
rocking herself, very quietly, saying once or twice softly, ‘‘ Bill, 
Bill,” but with a note of such grief and reproach that an old 
goat might have been moved by it. 

‘‘What’s this,” says I, turning upon Mrs. Bloomer. 

**Oh, Bill,” shrieks the woman on a sudden, holding out her 
hands to me, ‘‘ don’t pretend not to know me if I’m not to drop 
dead. Here’s your child, your own little William. He was six 
months old when you left me, and—and—O, William, think— 
now he’s six years!” And with that she lifts him right on to 
the table, calling out, ‘‘ Look at your father, Billy. Ask him if 
he ain’t ashamed to have left his poor wife for nigh six year, 
with never one word to say whether he was alive or dead ?” 

I thought to myself, ‘‘ Bloomed if I don’t think now that 
them corner-pieces in the largest circulation ave read.” Mrs. 
Bloomer’s face was like a ship’s figure-head, hard with feelings. 

‘*'You’re quite mistaken,” says I. ‘‘I never was married in 
this here world, and so if I’ve got a wife she must be an angel.” 

‘‘Never was married!” she screamed, running up to me, 
whilst the boy sang out, ‘‘ Mother, I shall fall!’ and Mrs. 
Bloomer put him down. ‘‘ Never was married!” she shrieks. 
‘‘D’yer mean to say you forget courting me at my father’s, 
Simon Dadds, who kept the hostillery called the ‘ Sinking Star,’ 
on the Sandwich Road? Never was married?” she yells, with 
her words streaming in a quick rattle like coal from a tip, 
‘‘when the church was St. George’s, at Deal, and the date June 
21st, 1876? Never was married? Oh, Bill!” and seizing me 
by the arm she pulls me to the window, and sobs out, ‘‘ Oh, 
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‘“]’ve had almost enough of this here larking, han’t you?” 
says Ito the woman. ‘‘ Who are yer, and what d’yer want ? 
You don’t believe I’m your husband. Bloomer, s’elp me, as 
I stand a living man, I never was married, and that woman 
knows it.” 

‘* How should she know it?”’ squawked Mrs. Bloomer, like 
a gull in a gale. 

‘Got yer there, Pooley,” says Bloomer, in a voice thick as 
gruel with cold. ° 

‘‘] was married,” cried the woman, ‘‘at St. George’s, Deal, 
June 21st, 1876, and William Pooley was my man’s name. 
Simon Dadds was my father, and kept a hostillery. Oh, ma’m, 
that he can stand there and pretend not to know nor remember ! 
If my father were alive—he was a sailor then,” she sings out, 
pointing at me. ‘‘ Will you tell me that yer don’t recollect 
stopping the carriage at the ‘Deal Lugger’ Inn, as we drove 
from church, and treating the boatmen? Didn’t yer likewise 
stop at the ‘Yarmouth Packet’ and keep father awaiting dinner 
for us——?” 

“‘T tell yer,” I roared out, breaking in to her noise, ‘‘ that 
I don’t know yer, and that I never was married, and that you’ve 
mistook your man.” 

Here Bloomer, stumping back to his kitchen, stops at the 
head of the staircase to call out: 

‘¢ Settle it quickly, and don’t make no noise, for this ’ouse 
"as got a name to lose. I know what sailors are, and mubbee 
it is, and mubbee it ain’t. Lizzie, keep you clear, and if the 
parties’!l come to tarms outside, it'll be agreeable,” and down 
he went. 

‘* Are yer going to tell me, Mr. Pooley,” says Mrs. Bloomer, 
whose face showed like a relish for this shindy, for all that it 
was as hard as sailors’ beef, ‘‘that there’s no truth in this 
party’s statements ?”’ 

“None,” I yelled, for their working up of my old iron was 
a-making me red hot. 

‘‘And yer tell us,” says Mrs. Bloomer, with a sneer, ‘‘ that 
a woman’s memory won’t allow her to recognise her husband 
after six years of desertion ?”’ 

‘‘He was six months old,” says the other, sobbing and 
pointing to her boy, ‘‘ when we was left. He sailed in a ship 
called the Miranda. I’ve never heard of him since, but I knew 
he was alive, for he desarted at Sydney, and arrived at Liverpool 
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William Treakell.” I breathed short. ‘‘It was her mother’s 
maiden name,” says Mrs. Gumble. 

‘* What brought her to this house ?” says I, talking as if I’d 
just had a tooth drawed. 

‘¢ She’s always on the look-out for her husband, and reads the 
advertisements in the papers. She saw the name of Treakell, 
an’ says you’re her man. She described yer,” says Mrs. Gumble, 
beginning to talk with a sort of snarl (there’s a durned sight too 
much of fellow-feeling among people of Mrs. Gumble’s sort). 
‘‘ She gave me your likeness in words as though she talked with 
your picture in her ’and. She says yer lodged at Mrs. Bloomer’s, 
down out of the Commercial Road, and left that house because 
she discovered yer.” 

‘Well? ” says I. 

“Well,” says she. ‘‘She’ll be here to-morrow morning 
‘at ten o’clock, and hopes it'll be convenient to you to see 
her.” | 

‘It'll be convenient for me to see her in——”’ but I stopped 
myself; the blooming joke was past beyond all cusses. ‘*‘ How 
in flames did she know,” says I, ‘‘that I had called myself 
Treakell ? ” 

‘She asked if the Treakell as lodged here answered to the 
description she gave of yer. ‘ No Treakell lodges here,’ says I, 
‘but l’ve a party stopping in the house as is the same as you 
describe.’ ‘Then his name’s Pooley,’ says she. ‘ Pooley it is,’ 
says I, the surprise making me answer quick. Then she tells 
me yer married her at Deal, and desarted her when yer infant 
babe was six months old.” | 

‘‘T’ll not see the hedge-hog,” I burst out. ‘‘She’s ten stun 
o’ lie from hat to heel. Don’t let me be troubled by her. She’s 
no wife of mine.”’ 

‘* You won’t see her, d’yer say ?” 

‘‘Look here! Is there any letter for me?” 

‘‘Nary letter. You won’t see her, d’yer say?” 

‘‘Nary letter?” I says. ‘‘It cost me four bob, and who the 
blooming blazes is a-going to see it where they’ve gone and 
stuck it, right amidships of a whole smother of like notices ? 
If they takes yer money why don’t they find yer in answers. 
Damn me if it ain’t worse than picking your pocket, to entice a 
man into spending four bob, and never a one withered reply in 
two days.” | | 

‘*So yer won’t see her, then?” says Mrs. Gumble, lifting 


“ “ DROVE BACK Dea 7 eye Coens 


ah “'; 7 . ee 
Coe 4 re Mae 
Ad 7 yoy ah4 P, 


f 
’ 
*. 


Lenses Pa Be Pen 
: alongs with the tay: is 


vas rf af fa inant. i that as fhe ae ; purching Ae Ss 
: song SEHD visi: 








ate < kode 


Will am, ee she. ories. ‘out 3 


ee 


u're sie Me 


Me ls Ponta: , 


Sse Sr aay 


was es phony a was oh Bontoey 





poker ihe t 


‘sy ac 
ar ee 


ete married 40: Kim,” 


ie 











SF Nontana Divorce Suit. 


By W. L. ALDEN. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY R. Jack. 


ee OU saw that tall chap standing on the rear platform of 

the express when she went through here this morn- 
ing ?”’ said the Jericho station-master. ‘‘He’s the Athensville 
Baptist preacher, and he’s on his way to Chicago to give his 
testimony in the great divorce suit. What! I never told you 
about any divorce suit? Well! you surprise me; for that there 
divorce suit is just the biggest thing of the kind we have ever 
had in this section of country. 

‘‘That Baptist preacher hasn’t anything to do with it except 
to swear that he married the plaintiff and the defendant. There’s 
nothing crooked about the Rev. Mr. Humphreys. He’s as good 
as they make ’em, though I say it myself; and I don’t think 
much of Baptists as a general thing, having been brought up a 
Methodist, though I resigned from them when I was made con- 
ductor, which is a berth that a man can’t do anything with, 
unless he can swear a blue streak when the occasion arises. 

‘*Thishyer preacher took charge of the Athensville Baptist 
Church a matter of five years ago, and being a wonderful man 
for managing a church, and making it attractive to the general 
public, it wasn’t long before he had the largest congregation of 
any preacher in the place. That year the people built him a 
new church twice as big as the old one. It stands on the hill 
about a mile out of Athensville, for when it was built it was 
cal’lated that the town would grow in that direction, which 
somehow it hasn’t done. 

‘*T tell this just to show what an enterprising man the parson 
was. He insisted on having the tallest steeple to his new church 
that could be found anywhere in Montana Territory, and b’gosh ! 
he got it. People used to come from miles away to climb up in 
that steeple and see the view. There wasn’t any view to speak 
of, the country being too hilly in those parts to have much 
scenery, but for all that people were anxious to say that they had 
been to the top of the steeple. 

‘¢ There was an old maid in Mr. Humphreys’ congregation 
who was more determined to get married than any woman you 
ever saw. She was one of those thin, persevering-looking 
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from the sneers of the heartless world. 1 really haven’t the 
courage to allow you to lower me down this awful height with 
any rope.’ 

‘¢ Halsey wouldn’t hear to her objections, and argued with her 
along time. It wasn’t until he accidentally mentioned that the 
steeple was just chock full of mice, and rats, and bats, and such, 
that Miss Payson consented to try the rope. Even then she was 
a mighty dissatisfied woman, and came very near resolving that 
she would take the risk of the wild animals rather than lose such 
a first-class chance for capturing a desirable husband. Halsey 
rigged up a sort of seat for the woman, so that she could sit in 
the bight of the rope, with lashings around her here and there, 
and couldn’t fall out if she wanted to. Then he got her to stand 
on the window ledge, and lowered away. Miss Payson shrieked 
a good deal at first, and begged Halsey to let her come back 
and die close to him, but he wasn’t going to have any woman 
dying around his neck if he knew himself. So he lowered her 
down gently and easily, encouraging her all the time, till he 
found that his rope had come to an end. It wasn’t quite as 
long as he had supposed that it was, and the upshot was that 
there was Miss Payson about thirty feet from the ground, with 
no possible way of reaching it unless Halsey should let go his 
hold of the rope. - | 

‘* He thought of letting go of it, but, being a humane, good- 
tempered man, as I have said, he couldn’t bring himself to do it, 
since the result would have been that either Miss Payson would 
have been killed, or at least most of her limbs would have been 
broken. So he made the end of the rope fast to a beam, and called 
out to Miss Payson not to lose courage, and he would soon 
think of some way of getting her out of the difficulty. She 
begged him to draw her up again, and he actually tried to do it, 
knowing all the while what the consequences would be if -he 
succeeded; but he found that he didn’t have the necessary 
strength. Miss Payson was heavier than she looked to be, 
though she was mostly bones ; but she was a good seventy-five 
feet below him, and it would have taken two men of his strength 
to have hoisted her into the steeple again. He pulled at the 
rope till he was pretty near exhausted, for he naturally felt a 
little ashamed of acknowledging to a woman that there was 
anything that he wasn’t strong enough to do. However, he had 
to come to it at last, and tell her that if it was to save both 
their lives he couldn’t manage to pull her back into the steeple. 
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So she settled down tocry, and he settled down to smoke a pipe, 
with a view to clearing his ideas. 

‘* All of a sudden he saw what he ought to do, and wondered 
that he had been such an idiot as not to have seen it before. 
There was the bell just above his head, and all he had to do 
was to climb up and ring it by swinging the clapper from side 
to side, till the alarm should bring back the sexton with the keys. 
By this time it was getting rather dark, and Halsey set to work 
at that bell, and kept on tolling it slow and regular, oF that was 
the only way he could manage to ring it. ) 

‘* It’s the custom with us to toll the bell when anybody dies, 
and to give just as many strokes on the bell as the deceased had 
lived years. When Halsey began to toll that bell the Athens- 
ville people listened to find out how old the deceased had been. . 
When the strokes had got up among the eighties, they allowed 
that the oldest settler in the town must have died very sudden, 
for he had been seen drunk as usual and in perfect health that 
afternoon, as late as three o’clock. But the bell kept on, and 
bimeby, after it had tolled some two hundred and fifty times, 
and showed no signs of stopping, folks began to think that 
the sexton had just happened to hear about the death of Methu- 
salah, and was notifying other people of the fact. 

‘“You may ask why didn’t somebody go to the church and 
find out what the bell was ringing for. Well! for one thing it 
was just supper time, and nobody felt anxious to take a walk 
of a mile or two just at that hour. Then, too, it had been said 
that the Baptist churchyard was haunted, and there wasn’t any 
general desire to interfere with ghosts in case they should have 
taken a notion to toll the bell. The tolling kept on till Halsey 
had tolled the bell over four hundred times, and then the Rev. 
Mr. Humphreys arrived on the spot; and when he heard Miss 
Payson’s voice somewhere in the air over his head, he was 
considerably startled, though not being a believer in ghosts he 
wasn’t the least bit frightened. 

‘¢ “ How on earth did you come up there, ma’am?’ asks the 
minister. ‘ And what are you tolling the bell for?’ 

‘‘ Miss Payson explained what was the matter. She said that 
she and Mr. Halsey had come to the church in the afternoon 
cal’lating to find the parson there, and to get married; that not 
finding him they had gone into the steeple to see the view, and 
had accidentally been locked in. She was sure that she couldn’t 
live many minutes longer, she felt so weak, and she hoped Mr. 
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in the air, that you and she wanted to be married the worst 
way, and sol! married you. If there’s any mistake I’m not to 
blame. I’ve done my best as minister of the Gospel, and if you 
don’t like it you can go to the Divorce Courf and see if you can 
get it altered. I'll tell you candidly that I don’t believe any 
Court will listen to you, for my marriages are iron-clad and 
bullet-proof every time, and worth a good sight more than the 
five dollars that I’m waiting for you to pay me.’ 

‘‘ Well, Halsey he went home pretty mad, without waiting to 
see Miss Payson, and the very next day he begins a suit for a 
divorce. That’s the great divorce suit I was telling you about 
when I pointed out the Rev. Mr. Humphreys to you. It’s been 
dragging along for four years. Sometimes it’s decided in 
favour of Halsey, and sometimes in favour of Miss Payson, and 
then its always appealed, and has to be tried over again. Miss 
Payson, she sticks to it that Halsey had agreed to marry her, 
and that he understood perfectly well everything the parson said 
while the ceremony was going on. The parson says that 
Halsey nodded as was agreed upon when he asked him if he 
took Miss Payson to be his wedded wife, and all that sort of 
thing, and that Halsey had hold of the rope that was tied to 
Miss Payson, which was all the same as having hold of her 
hand. On the other hand, Halsey swears that he never meant 
to marry the woman, and never knew that a marriage ceremony 
was being gone through, but that he just nodded out of 
friendliness when he saw the parson waving his hand at him. 
The evidence, as you can see, is pretty straight against him, 
and when he does happen to get a verdict it costs him a powerful 
lot of money, for our jurymen are mighty honest and high-toned, 
and it takes a good deal of money to induce them to see things 
in a light favourable to Halsey, I’m interested in the case 
because of its importance, for if the courts finally decide that a 
man can be married to a woman when he is seventy-five feet 
above her, and don’t know what is going on, none of us is safe; 
and first you know some woman that is rushing through here 
on the express will be married to me while I am selling tickets 
in my Office, and knowing no more about it than a child unhung. 
Well, there is no use in sitting and dreading dangers that may 
never come to time, and I suppose that if it’s a man’s fate to be 
married he’s got to knock under, and there’s no good in worry- 
ing himself over it till the time comes.” : 
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By RopRIGUES OTTOLENGUI. 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY STANLEY L. Woob. 


R. BARNES was sitting in his private room, with nothing 
of special importance to occupy his thoughts, when his 
office boy announced a visitor. 
‘* What name?” asked Mr. Barnes. 
‘“ None!” was the reply. «: 
“You mean,” ’ said the detéctive, ‘‘that the man did not give 
you his name.’ He must have one, of course. Show him in.’ 
A minute later the stranger entered, and, Powine: courteously, 
began the conversation at once. | 
‘Mr. Barnes, the famous detective, I believe?” said he. 
‘* My name.is Barnes,” replied the detective. ‘ ae I ete 
the pleasure of knowing yours a 
‘*T sincerely hope so,’ OnEInUee the stranger. “The fact 
is, I suppose I have’forgotten it.’ - | 
‘* Forgotten your name?” Mr. Barnes scented an intéresting 
case, and became doubly attentive, : 
‘Yes!’ said the visitor. ' ‘‘ That is precisely my “singular 
predicament. I seem to have lost my identity. That is the 
object of my call. I wish you to discover who Iam. As I am 
evidently a full-grown man, I can certainly claim that I have a 
past history, but to me that past is entirely a blank. I awoke 
this morning in this condition, yet apparently in possession of 
all my faculties, so much so that I at once saw the advisability 
of consulting a first-class detective, and, upon inquiry, I was 
directed to you.” | 
‘* Your case is most interesting, from my point of view, I 
mean. To you, of course, it must seem unfortunate. Yet it is 
not unparalleled. There have been many such cases recorded, 
and, for your temporary relief, | may say that sooner or later, 
complete restoration of memory usually occurs. But now, let 
us try to unravel your mystery as soon as possible, that you may 
suffer as little inconvenience as there need be. I would like to 
ask you a few questions ? ” ? 
‘¢ As many as you like, and I will do my best to answer.” 
‘* Do you think that you are a New Yorker ?”’ 
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he replied, ‘Because you registered under that name.’ I tried 
to pass it off, but I am sure that the clerk looks upon me asa 
- suspicious character.” 

‘What baggage have you with you at the hotel?” 

‘* None. Not even a satchel.” 

‘‘May there not be something in your pockets that would 
help us ; letters, for example?” 

‘‘} am sorry to say that I have made a search in that direc- 
tion but found nothing. Luckily I did have a _ pocket-book 
though.” 

** Much money in it?” 

‘‘In the neighbourhood of five hundred dollars.” 

Mr. Barnes turned to his table and made a few notes on a 
pad of paper. While so engaged his visitor took out a fine gold 
watch, and, after a glance at the face, was about to return it to 
his pocket when Mr. Barnes wheeled around in his chair, and 
said :— ; 

‘‘That is a handsome watch you have there. Of a curious 
pattern too. I am rather interested in old watches.” 

The stranger seemed confused for an instant, and quickly put 
up his watch, saying: 

‘*There is nothing remarkable about it. Merely an old 
family relic. I value it more for that than anything else. But 
about my case, Mr. Barnes, how long do you think it will take 
to restore my identity tome? It is rather awkward to go about 
under a false name.” 

‘¢] should think so,” said the detective. ‘‘I will do my best 
for you, but you have given me absolutely no clue to work upon, 
so that it is impossible to say what my success will be. Still I 
think forty-eight hours should suffice. At least in that time I 
ought to make some discoveries for you. Suppose you call 
again on the day after to-morrow at noon precisely. Will that 
suit you?” . 

‘* Very well, indeed. If you can tell me whol! am at that 
time I shall be more than convinced that you are a great detec- 
tive, as I have been told.” 

He arose and prepared to go, and upon the instant Mr. 
Barnes touched a button under his table with his foot, which 
caused a bell to ring in a distant part of the building, no sound 
of which penetrated the private office. Thus anyone could visit 
Mr. Barnes in his den, and might leave unsuspicious of the fact 
that a spy would be awaiting him out in the street who would 
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shadow him persistently day and night until recalled by his chief. 
After giving the signal, Mr. Barnes held his strange visitor in 
conversation a few moments longer to allow his spy opportunity 
to get to his post. 

‘* How will you pass the time away, Mr. Remington?” said 
he. ‘ we may as well call you-by that name, uo I find your 
true one.’ 

‘Yes, I suppose so. As to what I shall do aaene the next 
forty-eight. hours, why, I think I may as well devote myself to 
seeing the sights. It is a remarkably pleasant day for a stroll, 
and I think I will visit your beautiful Central Park.” 

‘‘A capital idea. By all means, I would advise occupation 
of that kind. It would be ad not to do any HEC? until 
your memory is restored to you.”’ 

‘Business. Why, of course, I can do no business.” 

‘No! If you were to order any goods, for example, under 
the name of Remington, later on when you resume your proper 
identity, you might be arrested as an impostor.” 

‘‘ By George, I had not thought of that. My position is 
more serious than I had realised. I thank you for the warning. 
Sight-seeing will assuredly be my safest plan for the next two 
days.” 

“‘I think so. Call at the time agreed upon, and hope for 
the best. If I should need you before then, I will send to your 
hotel.” 

Then saying ‘‘Good morning,” Mr. Barnes turned to his desk . 
again, and, as the stranger looked at him before stepping out of 
the room, the detective seemed engrossed with some papers 
before him. Yet scarcely had the door closed upon the retreat- 
ing form of his recent visitor, when Mr. Barnes looked up, 
with an air of expectancy. A moment later a very tiny bell in a 
drawer of his desk rang, indicating that the man had left the build- 
ing, the signal having been sent to him by one of his employés, 
whose business it was to watch all departures, and notify his 
chief. A few moments later Mr. Barnes himself emerged, clad 
in an entirely different suit of clothing, and with such alteration 
in the colour of his hair, that more than a casual glance would 
have been required to recognise him. 

“When he reached the street the stranger was nowhere in 
sight, but Mr. Barnes went to a doorway opposite, and there he 
found, written in blue pencil, the word ‘‘up,” whereupon he 
walked rapidly up town as far as the next corner, where once 
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more he examined a door-post, upon which he found the word 
‘‘right,” which indicated the way the men ahead of him had 
turned. Beyond this he could expect no signals, for the spy 
shadowing the stranger did not know positively that his chief 
would take part in the game. The two signals which he had 
written on the doors were merely a part of a routine, and 
intended to aid Mr. Barnes | 
should he follow ; but if he did 

so, he would be expected to be 

in sight of the spy by the time 

the second signal were reached. 
And so it proved in this in- | 
stance, for as Mr. Barnes 
turned the corner to the 
right, he easily discerned 
his man about two blocks 
ahead, and presently was near 
enough to see ‘‘ Remington’”’ 
also. 

The pursuit continued until 
Mr. Barnes was surprised to 
see him enter the Park, thus 
Carrying out his intention as 
stated in his interview with the 
detective. Entering at the 
Fifth Avenue gate he made his 
way towards the menagerie, 
and here a curious incident 
occurred. The stranger had 
mingled with the crowd in the 
monkey-house, and was enjoy- 
ing the antics of the mischiev- \\ ee 
ous little animals, when Mr. UM vf 
Barnes, getting close behind “HE FOUND THE WORD ‘UP’.” 
him, deftly removed a pocket- | 
handkerchief from the tail of his coat and swiftly transferred it to 
his own. 

On the day following, shortly before noon, Mr. Barnes 
walked quickly into the reading-room of the Fifth Avenue Hotel. 
In one corner there is a handsome mahogany cabinet, containing 
three compartments, each of which is entered through double 
doors, having glass panels in the upper half. About these 
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panels are draped yellow silk curtains, and in the centre of each 
appears a white porcelain numeral. These compartments are 
used as public telephone stations, the applicant being shut in, 
so as to be free from the noise of the outer room. 

Mr. Barnes spoke to the girl in charge, and then passed 
into the compartment numbered ‘‘ 2.” Less than five minutes 
later Mr. Leroy Mitchel came into the reading-room. His keen 
eyes peered about him, scanning the countenances of those busy 
with the papers or writing, and then he gave the telephone girl 
a number, and went into the compartment numbered ‘‘1.” 
About ten minutes elapsed before Mr. Mitchel came out again, 
and, having paid the toll, he left the hotel. When Mr. Barnes 
emerged, there was an expression of extreme satisfaction upon 
his face. Without lingering, he also went out. But instead 
of following Mr. Mitchel through the main lobby to Broadway, 
he crossed the reading-room and reached 23rd Street through 
the side door. Thence he proceeded to the station of the 
Elevated Railroad, and went up town. Twenty minutes later 
he was ringing the bell of Mr. Mitchel’s residence. The buttons, 
who answered his summons, informed him that his master was 
not at home. 

‘‘He usually comes in to luncheon, however, does he not?” 
asked the detective. 

‘* Yes, sir,” responded the boy. 

‘*Is Mrs. Mitchel at home ?” 

‘*No, sir.” 

‘* Miss Rose ?” 

‘‘ Yes, sir.” 

‘Ah! Then I'll wait. Take my card to her.” 

Mr. Barnes passed into the luxurious drawing-room, and 
was soon joined by Rose, Mr. Mitchel’s adopted daughter. 

‘Il am sorry papa is not at home, Mr. Barnes,” said the 
little lady, ‘‘but he will surely be in to luncheon, if you will 
wait.” | 

‘* Yes, thank you, I think I will. It is quite a trip up, and, 
being here, I may as well stop awhile and see yout father, 
though the matter is not of any great importance.” 

‘* Some interesting case, Mr. Barnes? If so, do tell me about 
it. You know I am almost as much interested in your cases as 
papa is, 

** Yes, I know you are, and my vanity is flattered. But I 
am sorry to say I have nothing on hand at present worth relat- 
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ing. My errand is a very simple one. Your father was saying, 
a few days ago, that he was thinking of buying a bicycle, and 
yesterday, by accident, I came across a machine of an entirely 
new make, which seems to me superior to anything yet produced. 
I thought he might be interested to see it, before deciding what 
kind to buy.” 





“SWIFTLY TRANSFERRED IT TO HIS OWN.” 


‘*]T am afraid you are toolate, Mr. Barnes. Papa has bought 
a bicycle already.” 

‘* Indeed ! What style did he choose?” 

‘*T really do not know, but it is down in the lower hall, if 
you care to look at it.” 

‘*It is hardly worth while, Miss Rose. After all, I have no 
interest in the new model, and if your father has found some- 
thing that he likes, I won’t even mention the other to him. It 
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might only make him regret his bargain. Still, on second 
thoughts, I will go down with you, if you will take me, into the 
dining-room and show me the head of that moose which your 
father has been bragging about killing. I believe it has come 
back from the taxidermist’s ? ” 

‘Oh, yes! He is just a monster. Come on!” 

They went down to the dining-room, and Mr. Barnes 
expressed great admiration about the moose’s head, and praised 
Mr. Mitchel’s skill as a marksman. But he had taken a moment 
to scrutinize the bicycle which stood in the hall-way, while Rose 
was opening the blinds inthe dining-room. Then they returned 
to the drawing-room, and after a little more conversation Mr. 
Barnes departed, saying that he could not wait any longer, but 
he charged Rose to tell her father that he particularly desired 
him to call at noon on the following day. 

Promptly at the time appointed, Remington walked into the 
office of Mr. Barnes, and was announced. The detective was in 
his private room. Mr. Leroy Mitchel had been admitted but 
a few moments before. 

‘* Ask Mr. Remington in,” said Mr. Barnes to his boy, and 
when that gentleman entered, before he could show surprise to 
find a third party present, the detective said: _ 

‘*Mr. Mitchel, this is the gentleman whom I: wish you to 
meet. Permit me to introduce to you, Mr. Mortimer J. Goldie, 
better known to the sporting fraternity as G. J. Mortimer, the 
champion short-distance bicycle rider, who recently rode a mile 
in the phenomenal time of 1.56, on a quarter-mile track.” 

As Mr. Barnes spoke, he gazed from one to the other of his 
companions, with a half-quizzical, and wholly pleased expression 
on his face. Mr. Mitchel appeared much interested, but the 
newcomer was evidently greatly astonished. He looked blankly at 
Mr. Barnes a moment, then dropped into a chair with the query: 

‘* How in the name of conscience did you find that out ?”’ 

‘* That much was not very difficult,” replied the detective. 
‘*T can tell you more; indeed I can supply your whole past 
history, provided your memory has been sufficiently restored for 
you to recognise my facts as true.” 

Mr. Barnes looked at Mr. Mitchel and winked one eye in a 
most suggestive manner, at which that gentleman burst out 
into hearty laughter, finally saying : 

‘We may as well admit tat we are peaten Goldie. Mr. 
Barnes has been too much for us.’ 
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But truly his case, if he were telling the truth, was absolutely 
unique. Men have lost recollection of their past, and even have 
forgotten their names. But I have never before heard of a man 
who had forgotten his name, and at the same time knew that he 
had done so.” 

‘*A capital point, Mr. Barnes,” said Mr. Mitchel. ‘‘ You 
were certainly shrewd to suspect fraud so early.” 

‘‘ Well, I cannot say that I suspected fraud so soon, but the 
story was so unlikely, that I could not believe it immediately. 
I therefore was what I might call analytically attentive during 
the rest of the interview. The next point worth noting which 
came out was that although he had forgotten himself, he had 
not forgotten New York, for he admitted having come to me 
without special guidance.” 

‘¢T remember that,” interrupted Mr. Goldie,” and I think I 
even said to you at the time that it was significant.” 

- “And I told you that it at least showed that you had been 
familiar with New York. This was better proven when you 
said that you would spend the day at Central Park, and when, 
after leaving here, you had no difficulty to find your ey 
thither.” 

‘Do you mean to say that “you had me followed? I made 

sure that no one was after me.’ 

‘‘ Well, yes, you were followed,” said Mr. Barnes, with a 
smile. ‘‘I had a spy after you, and I followed you as far as 
the Park myself. But let me come to the other points in 
your interview and my deductions. You told me that you had 
registered as ‘M. J. G. Remington.’ This helped me con- 
siderably, as we shall see presently. A few minutes later you 
took out your watch, and in that little mirror over my desk, 
which I use occasionally when I turn my back upon a visitor, I 
noted that there was an inscription on the outside of the case. 
I turned and asked you something about the watch, when you 
pasty returned it to your pocket, with the remark that it was 

‘an old family relic.” Now can you explain how you could 
have known that, supposing that you had forgotten | who you 
were ?”’ 

‘‘ Neatly caught, Goldie,” laughed Mr. Mitchel. ‘‘ You cer- 
tainly made a mess of it there.” < 

‘Tt was an asinine slip,” said Mr. Goldie, laughing also. 

‘* Now then,” continued Mr. Barnes, ‘‘ you readily see that I 

had good reason for believing that you had not forgotten your 
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name. On the contrary, I was positive that your name was a 
part of the inscription on the watch. What, then, could be your 
purpose in pretending otherwise? I did not discover that for 
some time. However, I decided to go ahead, and find you out 
if I could. Next I noted two things. Your coat opened once, 
so that I saw, pinned to your vest, a bicycle badge, which I 
recognised as the emblem of the League of American 
Wheelmen.”’ 

“Oh! Oh!” cried Mr. Mitchel. ‘Shame on you, Goldie, 
for a blunderer.” 

‘‘I had entirely forgotten the eaaees said Mr. Goldie. | 

‘*T also observed,” the detective went on, ‘little indentations 
on the sole of your shoe, as you had your legs crossed, which 
satisfied me that you were a rider even before I observed the badge. 
Now, then, we come to the name, and the significance thereof. 
Had you really lost your memory, the choosing of a name when 
you registered at the hotel, would have been a haphazard matter 
of no importance to me. But as soon as I decided that you 
were imposing upon me, I knew that your choice of a name had 
been a deliberate act of the mind; one from which deductions 
could be drawn.” 

‘‘“Ah! Now we come to the interesting part,” said Mr. 
Mitchel. ‘‘I love to follow a detective when he uses his brains.” 

‘‘The name as registered, and I examined the registry 
myself to make sure, was odd. Three initials are unusual. A 
man without memory, and therefore not quite sound mentally, 
would hardly have chosen so many. Then why had it been 
done in this instance? What more natural than that these 
initials represented the true name? In assuming an alias, it is 
the most common method to transpose the real name in some 
way. At least it was a working hypothesis. Then the last 
name might be very significant. ‘Remington.’ The Remingtons 
make guns, sewing-machines, typewriters, and bicycles. Now, 
this man was a bicycle rider, I was sure. If he chose his own 
initials as a part of the alias, it was possible that he selected 
‘ Remington’ because it was familiar to him. I even imagined 
that he might be an agent for Remington bicycles, and I had 
arrived at that point during our interview, when I advised him 
not to buy anything until his identity was restored. But I was 
sure of my quarry, when I stole a handkerchief from him at the 
park, and found the initials ‘ M.J.G.’ upon the same.” 

‘¢Marked linen on your person!” exclaimed .Mr. Mitchel. 
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‘‘Worse and worse! We'll never make a successful criminal 
of you, Goldie.” 

‘Perhaps not! I shan’t cry over it.” 

‘‘T felt sure of my success by this time,” continued Mr. 
Barnes, ‘‘ yet at the very next step I was baulked. I looked over 
a list of L. A. W. members and could not find a name to fit my 
initials, which shows, as you will see presently, that, as I may 
say, ‘too many clues spoil the broth.” Without the handker- 
chief I would have done better. Next I secured a catalogue of 
the Remingtons, which gave a list of their authorised agents, 
and again I failed. Returning to my office I received informa- 
tion from my spy, sent in by messenger, which promised to open 
a way for me. He had followed you about, Mr. Goldie, and I 
must say you played your part very well, so far as avoiding 
acquaintances is concerned. But at last you went to a public 
telephone, and called up someone. My man saw the importance 
of discovering to whom you had spoken, and bribed the tele- 
phone attendant to give him the information. All that he learned, 
however, was that you had. spoken to the public station at the 
Fifth Avenue Hotel. My spy thought that this was inconse- 
quent, but it proved to me at once that there was collusion, and 
that your man must have been at the other station by previous 
appointment. As that was at noon, a few minutes before the 
same hour on the following day, that is to say, yesterday, I went 
to the Fifth Avenue Hotel telephone and secreted myself in the 
middle compartment, hoping to hear what your partner might 
say to you. I failed in this, as the boxes are too well made to 
permit sound to pass from one to the other; but imagine my 
gratification to see Mr. Mitchel himself go into the box.” 

‘And why ?” asked Mr. Mitchel. 

‘‘ Why, as soon as I saw you, I comprehended the whole 
scheme. It was you who had concocted the little diversion to 
test my ability. Thus, at last, I understood the reason for the 
pretended loss of identity. With the knowledge that you were 
in it, I was more than ever determined to get at the facts. 
Knowing that you were out, I hastened to your house, hoping’ 
for a chat with little Miss Rose, as the most likely member of 
your family to get imformation from.” 

‘Oh, fie! Mr. Barnes,” said Mr. Mitchel, ‘‘to play upon 
the innocence of childhood! I am ashamed of you!” 

‘‘All’s fair, etc. Well, I succeeded. I found Mr. Goldie’s 
bicycle in yous hall-way, and, as I suspected, ‘twas a Remington. 
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“‘Bea will be Provided.’’ 


By E. S. GREw. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY T. S. C. CROWTHER. 


HE children stood waiting to go into the Refreshment 
Tent to Tea. One of them carried a baby several sizes 
smaller than herself. 

‘Is that little Jimmy ?” said another of the children. ‘‘ Oh, 
’e do look nice! Little dear !” 

Jimmy’s temporary mother unwound a little more of the red 
worsted shawl from his venerable face. 

‘“Yus,” she admitted. ‘‘’E do, don’t ’’e? It’s the fust time 
’e’s ’ad ’air oil on.” 

‘*It do mike an improvement,” her friend agreed. ‘‘ Little 
deear!” 

‘*’Ave you seen my brother’s new ‘at ?” inquired another, 
taking advantage of the sympathetic moment. ‘‘’E’s ’ad it give 
’"im.”’ 

They had not; and the hat, though a gift which was not 
likely to escape attention, did not interest the group waiting at 
the door of the tent. But it sent them off on an emulative com- 
parison of the new stror’ ’ats, pinnyfores, and in one case— 
ostentatiously exhibited—“‘ new pair o’ garters,” which had been 
put on to signalise the occasion of the Treat. The infant in 
arms, seeing his claims in danger of being forgotten, made an 
attempt to assert himself. | 

‘*I s’y, Clara Johnson,” exclaimed the new pair of garters, 
‘just Jook at your byby! Ife ain’t eatin’ ’is ticket!” 

Half of the ticket was recovered with some difficulty from the 
byby’s mouth—his sister threatening that if he did that again 
she’d drop him—and his pained remonstrances were stifled by a 
closer wrapping in the worsted shawl. The conversation was 
resumed by a young lady in a terra-cotta frock, who had clearly 
been making use of the interruption to think of something 
which should establish an unimpeachable claim to superiority. 

‘*T ’ad a bath all over!” she observed. 

There was a pause of envy; perhaps of surprise; and 
nobody seeming to have anything to say better than ¢ha¢ the 
discussion presently gave place to one upon general topics. I 
looked at the young person who had so triumphantly achieved 
the last word in the conversation, and to my surprise found 
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I’m going because the Egertons will be there. I thought 
perhaps you'd like to meet them.”’ 

So I went, and, on the whole, I began to find the children 
almost as entertaining as the Egertons, who had come to assist 
at the children’s tea. Clifford, who had appeared as usual fault- 
lessly dressed, found to his lively disgust, that he was expected 
to assist also. 

Indeed, the task of waiting upon the children at tea was one 
which carried with it little reward beyond that commonly ascribed 
to virtue. The young heathen of Clare Market—a district where 
childhood spends its leisure hours in a continual difference with 
shrill-voiced and slatternly matrons, who are always threatening 
to give it wot for, on’y let ’em git ’old of it—were by no means 
of the pattern which generally gets itself sent to Sunday 
School Treats. They were not so far, as one could see, 
‘‘pattern” children in any sense; nor were the efforts of a 
number of teachers from the neighbouring Board School to 
enforce propriety of behaviour so successful as they deserved 
to be. 

The young guests were to have marched in front of a dais 
of benevolent and distinguished visitors, but the procession was 
broken up by the rear files in a rush for places; and the ‘‘ Grace,” 
with which it was sought to begin the feast, was left to be sung 
by its promoters alone. 

‘* We don’t want no bloomin’ gryce,” observed a young high- 
wayman, whose ‘‘ wedding garment” did not comprise a coat. 
** What abaht that tea?” 

When it came—poured out in an unpleasant-looking liquid 
from the spouts of water-cans, with an accompaniment of piles 
of cake and cubes of bread and jam—they fell upon it like the 
wolf on the fold. They stopped neither for breath nor thanks. 

‘*Hi, Mister!” they ordered Clifford, ‘‘shove along with 
them apples.” : 

‘* Pull up your socks, Mister ! ’—Clifford had completed his 
toilet with white spats—‘‘ we ain’t begun yet!” 

It is only right to say that these manifestations were mostly 
confined to theboys. The little girls were much better behaved. 
They had washed their faces—a step which few of the boys 
seemed to have thought desirable—and they were behaving 
accordingly. Some of them through mere shyness were stand- 
ing the risk of not being served at all ; and now and again you 
would come across a little lady drinking her tea with studied ele- 
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So the great day wore on; the benevolent people commenced 
to go away ; the children began to get tired of it. Some of them 
wandered back in vague expectation to the refreshment tent, 
where the cups and the tea cans were now being packed up. 
Clifford saw the Egertons off and presently looked me up. 

‘‘ Well, are you coming ?” he asked. 

‘*Wait a minute,” I replied. ‘‘I think you ought to reward 

yourself with a glimpse at this Arcadian pastime of ‘‘ kiss in the 
ring.’ ”’ 

‘¢Oh, rubbish,” returned Clifford. 

‘*T don’t believe you’ve seen it, Clifford. Come on. Besides 
there’s some new development going on.” 

The tripping ring had been joined by a new figure—one of 
the teachers—a pallid, puffy young man with incipient side- 
whiskers ; and the children had stopped dancing. Part of them 
were gathered round the school-teacher and part round another 
smaller figure—in a terra-cotta frock. 

The teacher held in his hand a bag, which he had anpurcntly 
just emptied on to the grass. The contents were miscellaneous 
—two pieces of seed cake, some thick wedges of bread and 
jam stuck together, some knitting, four pieces of sugar, and 
half an apple. 

‘‘Clara. Johnson says these are yours,” the young man was 
saying. ‘Are they?” 

‘‘ Yes, sir,” said Carrie, beamingly, ‘‘ thank you, sir.” 

He raised his voice a little—perhaps the better to create an 
impression. | 

‘‘Then such conduct is disgraceful, * he said. ‘* What 
business had you to take them ?” 

She was still smiling, because she always smiled when she 
was spoken to, but her round eyes looked downwards towards 
her provisions with a sudden misgiving. 

** You ought to be ashamed of such gluttony,” he continued, 
aggressively. ‘‘I shall confiscate the bag and you will have to 
leave the ground.” 

The comprehensive smile still kept its place; but as she 
caught sight of me and Clifford she flushed crimson, and a 
ridiculously big tear rolled unexpectedly towards the corner of 
her wide mouth. 

Clifford had been behind me. As the teacher opened his 
mouth to reply to my angry remonstrance, he stepped in front 
of us both towards Mrs. Baily’s apprentice. ‘‘I think you had 
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Watty Wavyte. 


By ALEXANDER STUART. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY A. S. Boyp. 


HERE is an inland parish of Scotland which lies at the foot 
of hills famous in Scottish story, and not many miles dis- 
tant from what used to be called the Scottish sea. It has been 
claimed as the birtholace of one famous man, dead these many 
hundred years, the mark of whose influence has not yet passed 
away from Scottish life. In the old kirkyard the stones are 
green, some of them almost sunken out of sight, and the grass 
grows strong and coarse; but many a worthy man and woman 
have looked forward with composure to the day when they 
should be carried by unemotional friends to make their bed there 
for ever. Nevertheless, it is not a beautiful kirkyard, and on a 
wet day one would wish to be as far away from it as possible. 

At the far end of the village from the smithy there is a broad 
market-place, with a stone cross in the centre, past which a road 
winds down to a picturesque bridge that hangs heavily over a 
wide, shallow stream. How Watty Whyte managed to start 
from this ‘‘brig”’ in a wee boat and sail in it all the way to 
Australia was a mystery to everyone but that profound genius 
himself. We had only his bare word for it that he had done so, 
but to some of us who had not learned to be sceptical, that was 
sufficient. 

Watty Whyte was the minister’s gardener, and a better 
delver never polished his spade in the soil. He was a long- 
limbed man, narrow-hipped, and round-shouldered, with scanty, 
grey whiskers on his red lank cheeks, and crazy blue eyes. He 
could, likewise, be a man of extraordinary taciturnity. The 
minister, or anybody else, might ask as many questions as he 
chose; Watty paid no attention. He would do as much as 
he was bid, except to open his mouth; yet if a stranger accosted 
him he would generally take the trouble to give some answer, 
but of such a kind as to make further conversation anything but 
promising. An Englishman on one occasion, having been told 
of Watty’s peculiarities, made up to him as he was engaged in 
his favourite occupation. A funeral happened to be taking place 
in the village at the time, and the stranger seized upon the 
incident as a fair opening to conversation. ‘‘I noticed a funeral 
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‘If Adam hadnae a spade,” Watty used to say, handling 
his own as if it were a bamboo cane, ‘‘I wadnae gie a farden for 
him or his garden either. The minister can say what he likes, 
but I ken better. I’ve been tae the garden o’ Eden ; it’s no’ 
muckle bigger than this ane, but it was a’ grown tae weeds and 
thistles ; ye never saw siccan a sicht. Nae wonder he was 
putten oot o’ the charge o’ it. It’s no’ possible to dig a garden 
ower muckle. If I had my wull here, as I ought tae hae, I wad 
let ye see how a garden suld be delved. But I never get weel 
begun before I’m telled tae gang and dae something else. There’s 
ower mony maisters in this garden; that’s jist whaur the mis- 
chief is. But what’s the guid o’ speakin’. Ye micht as weel 
talk tae a stane dyke if ye wanted tae move it.” 

For reasons that were satisfactory to himself, Watty never 
went to church, and he kept his religious opinions very much to 
himself. He had always ready some simple explanation of all 
natural phenomena that interested him enough to make him look 
into their philosophy ; and if his explanations were often grot- 
esque, neither the speaker nor his childish audience were aware 
of it. Sunday was the most miserable day in the week to him, 
and he generally spent it in bed. But sometimes, when the 
minister had driven into another parish to conduct service there, 
Watty was careful to put in an appearance at the house in ample 
time to attend to the pony on his return. But he would not, on 
these occasions, wait in the kitchen until his services were 
required, although he might have done so had there been no 
women there. More than once, however, he was discovered in 
a secluded part of the garden turning up the earth with his 
spade, and evidently enjoying an unexpected luxury. When 
remonstrated with, he flung away his spade and answered indig- 
nantly :-— 

‘‘D’ye think the grund kens Saturday frae Sunday? It 
maun be attended tae like onybody else. That’s jist whaur 
everybody makes the mistake They think it’s a deid thing ; 
but they ken naething aboot it, and I’m no’ gaen tae stand here 
and argue the pint wi’ ye. ‘I'll no’ get a chance like this again in 
a hurry, for the sparrows had a’ gaen awa’, thinking I wadnae 
be here.”’ 

‘* But why don’t you go to the church, Watty? It must be 
a very miserable day for you, doing nothing.” 

‘* How can I gang tae the kirk,” he answered impatiently, 
‘when I ken as weel as I’m standing here that as sune as I 
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had sittin’ doun on my seat the roof wad tumble in on the top 

o’ me? Ye’re free tae laugh if ye like, but I ken ower weel 

what wad happen. It’s no’ them that disnae suffer that has the 

richt to complain, and I’m the only ane that wad be killed. Ay, 
it’s curious, but it’s true ; and I ken fine the reason o’ it. The 
roof wadnae be able to bear the wecht o’ sparrows that wad 
come and sit on it the moment they saw me gang in at 

: the door. As sune as they 
got a sough o’ what I was 
gaen tae dae they wad come 
frae a’ pairts o’ the parish. 

Ye micht think they’re no’ 

sae heavy, but I ken better. 

If twa o’ them were tae sit 

on yer breest a’ nicht ye 

wad sune ken whether they 
were heavy or no’. I hae 
quite enough o’ them on 
week-days_ wi’oot risking 
my neck tae hear them 
on Sundays. Dod on’t! 

They'll never tak’ their 

eyes off me. I’m no’ sayin’ 

a word agin’ them. I ken 

them ower weel for that, 

and they ken me; but I’m 

no’ gaen to the kirk.” 
‘‘There is only one 

minister,” six-year-old re- 
marked, indignant at 

Watty’s plural reference. 

“ ‘SOME DAY THEYLL HAE THE BETTER 0’ ME,’” . Ay; that’s what the 
, minister thinks,” Watty 
scornfully answered. ‘‘He thinks a’ the other ministers are deid. 
But I ken better, for they’re aye keeking at me. What d’ye think 
happens tae a minister when he’s deid ?. You dinnae ken, but I 
dae. They gang intae sparrows, and the hale lot o’ them sit 
on the eaves o’ the house yonder, keeking doun at me tae 
see that I’m daen my work. I can aye see them, and they can 
aye see me, though we never let on. There’s naething they 
wad like better than to catch me making a mistake, but I’m 
ower gleg for them. I’ve seen as mony as twelve o’ them 
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‘but you wait till to-morrow; you'll laugh when you hear my 
story.” 

‘Yes, I expect I shall roar,”’ said Mr. Chilver, examining the 
contents of his '-rder. 

‘¢ This is a mince-pie, I believe,” he continued ; ‘‘ but you can't 
have sherry or anything alcoholic—we’re teetotalers here.”’ 

‘‘ From choice, or as an example to others?” asked the gentle- 
man in evening dress, taking a bite of his mince-pie. 

‘Never mind; go on with your food,” answered Chilver. 
He was getting his property back out of the area, and preparing 
to fasten his mutilated window. 

‘You couldn’t light a fire, I suppose ?” 

‘‘Not for you, or anybody living,” answered the chemist. 

‘‘ There’s a lack of heartiness about you,” said the stranger, 
calmly. 

‘‘Heartiness! What the plague is there to be hearty about ? 
If I wasn’t such a small man, and you such a big one, I'd have 
pitched you out of my house neck and crop half-an-hour ago.” 

‘Disgusting,’ remarked the marauder. ‘‘ Now, where shall I 
sleep?” he asked suddenly. 

‘*Come upstairs again. Follow me.” 

Mr. Chilver led the way to his sitting-room. 

“There,” he said, pointing to a horse-hair sofa which made 
people ache to look at it; ‘that’s the best I can do for you.” 

‘It’s not long enough,” declared the tall man. 

‘We can add chairs to the end,” said Mr. Chilver, suiting the 
action tothe word. ‘ Now get on to it, please, and goto sleep. I 
shall wake you at dawn. If you won't go, then I'll send for 
the police.” 

_Even as he said the words, however, a horrible fear crossed the 
unhappy chemist's mind. Would the police come? Probably not. 
They had solemnly refused him all further assistance under any 
circumstances. The stranger tossed and turned while Mr. Chilver 
and the candle sat at the other end of the room, holding miserable 
vigil. 

‘I say, old man, this sofa's simply terrible. Couldn’t you 
share your bed with me? Then we might both get a little sleep.” 

‘< No, I’m damned if I do,” said Mr. Chilver. 

Alas! Maple Terrace, over thy neat portals may the word 
‘* Ichabod” be placed ; for No. g has sunk from his high estate ; No. 9 
has lost his temper; No. 9, though all the terrace sleeps, is awake 
and alive and trembling with passion; No.9, in the dead silence of 
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‘¢ My daughter,” said the chemist, ‘‘ Mr. : 

‘¢How d’you do?” asked the stranger heartily, not men- 
tioning his name. 

Miss Chilver shook the hand extended to her. She noticed it 
was thin and delicately shaped, with a big gold ring upon the little 
finger of it. 

‘‘ Jane,” said Mr. Chilver, * call a cab.” 

‘‘T shouldn’t yet,” remarked his guest, overhearing him. 
‘‘ Breakfast is rather an important meal with me, and I’ve got 
a full explanation to make, remember. I owe it to myself—and to 
you and your daughter.” 

They began their meal in profound silence. Miss Chilver 
poured out coffee, and the chemist cut some bread and opened 
a tin of sardines. 

‘© May I send you an egg ?” he enquired. 

‘‘ By all means. Iam particularly fond of them. You didn’t 
expect a stranger to breakfast—eh, Miss Chilver ?”’ 

‘¢ No, indeed.” 

He went off into a long appreciative chuckle and began to eat. 
The repast progressed, and Mr. Chilver gradually dropped out of 
the conversation. He noticed, with some indignation, that his 
daughter appeared to find the new-comer exceedingly entertaining 
and was absurdly gracious. He also realised that the tall youth 
seemed to be a gentleman, if that was conceivable after his past 
actions. The young man chatted, without any ostentation, of a 
grade in society far removed from Maple Terrace. He made a 
handsome breakfast and loitered so extremely over it, that Mr. 
Chilver felt called upon to speak. 

‘‘If you have finished your meal,” he said, ‘“‘I venture to 
suggest that your long-delayed explanations be given. I must 
leave home in half-an-hour.” Then he folded his arms and gazed 
blankly at the stranger with sucha look as perchance Frankenstein 
cast at the weird monster of his creation. 

‘‘Chilver, you’re a right good fellow,” declared the other. 
¢ Yes,” he continued, ‘I have finished my breakfast, and a very 
good breakfast too. Now I'll tell you everything. You've 
heard of Viscount Honeyball, I daresay. Well, I’m his son, his 
eldest son—you wouldn’t think it—more would he if he'd seen 
me breaking into your place last night—but I am.” 

‘‘ Proceed,” said Mr. Chilver, calmly; ‘‘ nothing could surprise 
me now. I don't know what your correct title is,’’ he added; 
‘¢ perhaps you will enlighten us.”’ 
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‘‘ Oh, call me George.” 

Then the Honourable Charles George Flamank entered upon 
his extraordinary narrative. 

‘‘It was like this: I started last night from the club with a 
view to breaking in somewhere—it didn’t matter where. I had a 
pistol and a thing to cut glass with, and I reckoned it was the 
simplest matter possible, if a man only kept cool.” 

‘* May I inquire why you set about such an undertaking ? ” 

‘‘ Of course, that’s the whole point of it; that’s what I’m 
coming to. It was just midnight when I started. I never re- 
mer.ber to have seen the streets so crowded as they were last 
nignt. There was no privacy or loneliness anywhere. Even the 
byroads and blind alleys were full of people, singing carols and one 
thing and another. It was a bad night to choose. Presently I broke 
a pane of glass in a coach-mews that seemed absolutely deserted. 
Something that I thought to be a pump, however, turned out to 
be a man, and the whole affair was very unsatisfactory. Theorising 
about housebreaking, and poisoning dogs, and slipping bolts, and 
using centre-bits, and so on, is jolly different from going out in 
the dark alone, and doing it. I gave the man, who ought to 
have been a pump, half-a-sovereign, and he said it would be all 
right. My own opinion is he had no sort of business there 
himself.” 

‘“‘ But, if I may interrupt, you don’t tell me the reason of this 
expedition. I cannot suppose a gentleman in your position 
deliberately set out to steal things that didn’t belong to you.” 

‘Yes I did, Chilver. That’s the whole point. . I’m coming to 
that. Well, I pottered about looking for a place to break in to. 
The way policemen move you on, if you dawdle at night, is 
extraordinary. I reached Melbury Road at last, and made a half- 
hearted attempt to get through a back window in the house of an 
artistic chap I know slightly. I thought I could explain it to the 
artistic chap if he caught me. But a brute of a dog began 
barking, and I heard the artistic chap coming down stairs three 
steps at a time, so I pushed on. I walked for miles, until I found 
myself in this street. Then, being fairly tired out and desperate 
and hungry and angry with myself and everybody, I went down 
into an area, which happened to be yours, and determined to get 
into the house or perish in the attempt.” 

‘*T still fail to understand the reason for a course of action so 
unparalleled,” said Mr. Chilver. ‘ You declare that your 
deliberate intention was robbery. But if you have grave debts 
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housebreaking, and what an easy business it was. I said it 
seemed simply child’s play to me. Then a johnny bet me—he 
bets about everything—that I wouldn’t break in somewhere and 
st just take a trifle not worth less than a sovereign and get 
clear off. He bet me two to one in hundreds, and I took him and 
started there and then. And now it’s all over, and I’ve lost.” 

‘‘ You came here last night and upset my household, simply to 
win a wager ?” 

‘‘Yes ; you needn’t have made such a fuss, you see.”’ 

‘Fuss! said Mr. Chilver; ‘the question is: shall I summons 
you?” 

‘‘ Don’t!” urged the Honourable Charles. ‘* What’s the use ? 
It’s all over and no harm done to anybody. Ill pay for the 
window. What d’you say, Miss Chilver ? ” 

‘It’s church-time,” she answered. 

*‘ T’ll come, if you like.. Have you got a ‘sitting’ anywhere ? ” 

‘You can’t, and you shan’t,” declared Mr. Chilver, warmly. 
‘You couldn’t go to church like that if you were a Prince of the 
blood. Jane, call a cab.” 

‘Hardly yet, I think. You see it’s out of the question my 
going until after dark. I should be hooted or stoned or taken to 
a lunatic asylum if I started like this. But don't mind me. You 
go off to church and enjoy yourselves. I'll make myself at 
home.” | 

‘¢ Going to stop all day, you mean ?” gasped the chemist. 

‘What canI do? I put it toeMiss Chilver.” Bessie caught 
her father’s eye, and his appearance was so excruciatingly comic 
that she laughed. 

‘It’s no laughing matter, Miss,” burst out the little man; 
‘¢there never was such a thing happened in this world before. You 
must be dead to every decent feeling, 1 should think,” he added, 
turning on. the Honourable Charles. 

‘¢ Let your daughter decide,” answered that youth, putting up 
his eyeglass. 

‘Oh, you'll stop if you want to, I know,” answered Chilver, 
bitterly. ‘If you think it desirable to spend your Sunday with 
people who haven't invited you, and don’t want you—if you consider 
it in keeping with your position to quarter yourself unasked on a 
pharmaceutic chemist—in quite a small way—and his daughter— 
why there’s an end of it. Bessie, put‘on your things and come to 
church. I'll thank you, at any rate, not to show yourself in the 
window while the people are passing to places of worship. On 
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By A. Conan DOYLE. 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY GEORGE HUTCHINSON. 


VI. 


1, THE PARADE, BRADFIELD, 
March 7th, 1882. 


It is only two days since I wrote to you, my dear chap, 
and yet I find myself loaded to the muzzle and at full cock 
again. I have come to Bradfield, | have seen old Cullingworth 
once more, and | have found that all he has told me is true. 
Yes, incredible as it sounded, this wonderful fellow seems to 
have actually built up a great practice in little more than a year. 
He really is, with all his eccentricities, a very remarkable man, 
Bertie. He doesn’t seem to have a chance of showing his true 
powers in this matured civilisation. The law and custom ham- 
per him. He is the sort of fellow who would come right to the 
front in a French Revolution. Or if you put him as Emperor 
over some of those little South American States, I believe that 
in ten years he would either be in his grave, or would have the 
Continent. Yes, Cullingworth is fit to fight for a higher stake 
than a medical practice, and on a bigger stage than an English 
provincial town. Have you read about Aaron Burr in American 
history? I always picture him as a man like C. 

I had the kindest of leave-takings from Horton. If he had 
been my brother he could not have been more affectionate. I 
could not have thought that I should grow so fond of a man in 
so short atime. He takes the keenest interest in my venture, 
and I am to write him a full account. He gave me, as we 
parted, a black old meerschaum, which he had coloured himself 
—the last possible pledge of affection from a smoker. It was 
cheering for me to feel that if all went wrong at Bradfield, I had 
a little harbour at Merton for which I could make. Still, of 
course, pleasant and instructive as the life there was, I could 
not shut my eyes to the fact that it would take a terribly long 
time before I could save enough to buy a share in a practice— 
a longer time, probably, than my poor father’s strength would 
last. That telegram of Cullingworth’s in which, as you may 
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remember, he guaranteed me three hundred pounds in the first 
year, gave me hopes of a much more rapid career. You will 
agree with me, I am sure, that I did wisely to go to him. 

I had an adventure upon the way to Bradfield. The carriage 
in which I was travelling contained a party of three, at whom I 
took the most casual of glances before settling down to the daily 
paper. There was an elderly lady, with a bright rosy face, 
gold spectacles, and a dash of red velvet in her bonnet. With 
her were two younger people, whom I took to be her son and her 
daughter—the one a quiet, gentle-looking girl of twenty or so, 
dressed in black, and the other a short thick-set young fellow, a 
year or two older. The two ladies sat by each other in the far 
corner, and the son (as I presume him to be) sat opposite me. 
We may have travelled an hour or more without my paying any 
attention to this little family party, save that I could not help 
hearing some talk between the two ladies. The younger, who 
was addressed as Winnie, had, as I noticed, a very sweet and 
soothing voice. She called the elder ‘‘ mother,” which showed 
that I was right as to the relationship. 

I was sitting, then, still reading my paper, when I was sur- 
prised to get-a kick on the shins from the young fellow opposite. 
I moved my legs, thinking that it was an accident, but an 
instant afterwards I received another and a harder one. I drop- 
ped my paper with a growl, but the moment that I glanced at 
him I saw how the matter stood. His foot was jerking spas- 
modically, his two hands clenched and drumming against his 
breast, while his eyes were rolling upwards until only the rim 
of his iris was to be seen. I sprang upon him, tore open his 
collar, unbuttoned his waistcoat, and pulled his head down upon 
the seat. Crash went one of his heels through the carriage 
window, but I contrived to sit upon his knees while I kept hold 
of his two wrists. 

‘‘Don’t be alarmed!” I cried, ‘‘it’s epilepsy, and will soon 
pass!” a 

Glancing up, I saw that the little girl was sitting very pale 
and quiet in the corner. The mother had pulled a bottle out of 
her bag, and was quite cool and helpful. 

‘‘ He often has them,” said she ; ‘‘ this is bromide.”’ 

‘‘He is coming out,” I answered. ‘‘ You look after 
Winnie.” 

I blurted it out, because her head seemed to rock as if she 
were going off; but the absurdity of the thing struck us all 
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next moment, and the mother burst into a laugh, in which the 
daughter and I joined. The son had opened his eyes and had 
ceased to struggle. 

‘‘T must really beg your pardon,” said J, as I helped him up 
again. ‘‘I had not the advantage of knowing your other name, 
and I was in such a hurry that I had no time to think what I 
was saying.” 

They laughed again in the most good-humoured way, and, 
as soon as the young fellow had recovered, we all joined in quitc 
a confidential conversation. It is wonderful how the intrusion 
of any of the realities of life brushes away the cobwebs of eti- 
quette. In half an hour we knew all about each other, or, 
at any rate, I knew all about them. Mrs. La Force was the 
mother’s name, a widow with these two children. They had 
given up housekeeping, and found it more pleasant to live in 
apartments, travelling from one watering place to another. 
Their one trouble was the nervous weakness of the son Francis. 
They were now on their way to Birchespool, where they hoped 
that he might get some good from the bracing air. I was able 
to recommend vegetarianism, which I have found to act like a 
charm in such cases. We had quite a spirited conversation, 
and I think that we were sorry on both sides when we came to 
the junction where they had to change. Mrs. La Force gave 
me her card, and I promised to call if ever I should be in 
Birchespool. I don’t suppose there’s much chance of it, but I 
should like to see the little girl again. 

All this must be stupid enough to you. You know my little 
ways by this time, and you don’t expect me to keep on the main 
line of my story. However, I am back on the rails now, and 
I shall try to remain there. 

Well, it was nearly six o’clock, and evening was just 
creeping in, when we drew up in Bradfield station. The first 
thing I saw when I looked out of the window was old Culling- 
worth, exactly the same as ever, striding in his jerky way down 
the platform, his coat flying open, his chin thrust forward (he is 
the most underhung man I have ever seen), and his great teeth 
all gleaming like a good-natured bloodhound. He roared with 
delight when he saw me, wrung my hand, and SaPpee me 
enthusiastically upon the shoulder. 

‘*My dear chap,” said he, ‘‘ we'll clear this town out. I 
tell you, Munro, we won’t leave a doctor in it. It’s all they can 
do now to get butter to their bread, and when we get to work 
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together theyll have to eat it dry. Listen to me, my boy! 
There are a hundred and twenty thousand folk in this town, all 
shrieking for advice, and there isn’t a doctor who knows a 
rhubarb pill from a calculus. Man, we have only to gather 
them in. I stand and take the money until my arm aches.” 

‘‘ But how is it?” I asked, as we pushed our way through 
the crowd. ‘‘ Are there so few other doctors ?”’ 

‘‘Few!” he roared. ‘‘ By Crums, the streets are blocked 
with them. You couldn’t fall out of a window in this town 
without killing a doctor. But of all the—well, there, you'll see 
them for yourself. You walked to my house at Avonmouth, 
Munro. I don’t let my friends walk to my house at Bradfield— 
eh, what ?” 

A well-appointed carriage, with two fine black horses, was 
drawn up at the station entrance. The smart coachman touched 
his hat as Cullingworth opened the door. 

‘S Which of the houses, sir?” he asked. 

Cullingworth’s eyes shot round to me to see what I thought 
of such a query. Between ourselves, I have not the slightest 
doubt that he had instructed the man to ask it. He always 
had a fine eye for effect, but he usually erred by underrating 
the intelligence of those around him. 

‘‘ Ah,” said he, rubbing his chin like a man in doubt. 
‘*'Well, I daresay dinner will be nearly ready. Drive to the 
town residential.” 

‘Good gracious, Cullingworth!” said I, as we _ started. 
‘‘ How many houses do you inhabit? It sounds as if you had 
bought the town.” 

‘‘Well, well,” said he, laughing, ‘‘we are driving to the 
house where I usually live. It suits us very well, though I have 
not been able to get all the rooms furnished yet. Then I have 
a little farm of a few hundred acres just outside the city. It is 
a pleasant place for the week-ends, and we send the nurse and 
the child—” 

‘My dear chap, I did not know that you had started a 
family !”’ 

‘* Yes, it’s an infernal nuisance ; but still, we must make the 
best of it. We get our butter and things from the farm. Then, 
of course, I have my house of business in the heart of the aoe 

‘‘ Consulting and waiting room, I suppose ?” 

He looked at me with a sort of halfavexed, half-amused 
expression. ‘‘ You cannot rise to a situation, Munro,” said he. 
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racks and under the horses’ bellies. I'll turn some of ’em on to 
you, my boy, and then you'll know a little more about it.” 

Well, all this puzzled me a good deal, as you can imagine, 
Bertie ; for, making every allowance for Cullingworth’s inflated 
way.of talking, there must be something at the back of it. I 
was just thinking to myself that I must keep my head cool, and 
have a look at everything with my own eyes, when the carriage 
pulled up and we got out. 

‘* This is my little place,” said Cullingworth. 

It was the corner house of a line of fine buildings, and 
looked to me much more like a good-sized hotel than a private 
mansion. It had a broad sweep of steps leading up to the door, 
and towered away up to five or six storeys with pinnacles and a 
flagstaff on the top. Asa matter of fact, I learned that before | 
Cullingworth took it it had been one of the chief clubs in the 
town, but the committee had abandoned it on account of the 
heavy rent. A smart maid opened the door, and a moment 
later I was shaking hands with Mrs. Cullingworth, who was 
all kindliness and cordiality. She has, I think, forgotten the 
little Avonmouth business, when her husband and I fell out. 

The inside of the house was even huger than I had thought 
from the look of the exterior. There were over thirty bed- 
rooms, Cullingworth informed me, as he helped me to carry my 
portmanteau upstairs. The hall and first stair were most 
excellently furnished and carpeted, but it all. ran to nothing at 
the landing. My own bedroom had a little iron bed, and a 
small basin standing on a packing-case. Cullingworth took a 
hammer from the mantelpiece, and began knocking in nails 
behind the door. | | 

‘* These will do to hang your clothes on,” said he. ‘‘ You 
don’t mind roughing it a little until we get things in order?” 

‘* Not in the least.” 

‘‘You see,” he explained, ‘‘there’s no good my putting a 
forty-pound suite into a bedroom, and then having to chuck it 
all out of the window in order to make room for a hundred- 
pound one. No sense in that, Munro! Eh, what? I’m going 
to furnish this house as no house has ever been furnished. By 
Crums! Ill bring the folk from a hundred miles round just to 
have leave to look at it. But I must do it room by room. 
Come on down and look at the dining-room. You must be 
hungry after your journey.” 

It really was furnished in a marvellous way—nothing flash 
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and everything magnificent. The carpet was so rich that my 
feet seemed to sink into it as into deep moss. The soup was on 
the table and Mrs. Cullingworth sitting down, but he kept 
hauling me round to look at something else. | 

‘*Go on, Hetty,” he cried over his shoulder, ‘‘ I just want to 
show Munro this. Now these plain dining-room chairs, what 
d’you think they cost each? Eh, what?” 

‘‘ Five pounds,” said I at a venture. 

‘* Exactly,” he cried, in great delight; ‘‘ thirty pounds for 
the six. You hear, Hetty, Munro guessed the price first shot. 

Now, my boy, what for the pair of curtains ?” 

They were a magnificent pair of stamped crimson velvet, 
with a two-foot gilt cornice above them. I thought that I had 
better not imperil my newly-gained reputation by guessing. 

‘‘ Eighty pounds !”’ he roared, slapping them with the back 
of his hand. ‘‘ Eighty pounds, Munro; what d’ye think of 
that! Everything that I have in this house is going to be of 
the best. Why, look at this waiting-maid! Did you ever see 
a neater one?”’ 

He swung the girl towards me by the arm. ‘‘ Don’t be 
silly, Jimmy,” said Mrs. Cullingworth mildly, while he roared 
_with laughter, all his fangs flashing urder his bristling mous- 
tache. The girl edged closer to her mistress, looking half- 
frightened and half-angry. 

‘* All right, Mary, no harm!” he cried. ‘Sit down, Munro, 
old chap. Get a bottle of champagne, Mary, and we'll drink to 
more luck.” | 

Well, we had a very pleasant little dinner. It is never slow 
if Cullingworth is there. He is one of those men who makea 
kind of magnetic atmosphere about them so that you feel 
exhilarated and stimulated in their presence. His mind is so 
nimble and his thoughts so extravagant, that your own break 
away from their usual grooves, and surprise you by their 
activity. You feel pleased at your own inventiveness and 
originality, when you are really like the wren when it took a lift 
on the eagle’s shoulder. Old Peterson, you remember, used to 
have a similar effect upon you in the Linlithgow days. 

In the middle of dinner he plunged off, and came back with 
a round bag about the size of a pomegranate in his hand. 

‘*'What d’ye think this is, Munro? Eh?” 

‘<T have no idea.” 

‘‘Our day’s take. Eh, Hetty?” He undid a string, and in 
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‘‘What is it, Mary? A half-sovereign? Put it in your 
pocket. What did the lot come to, Hetty ?”’ : 

‘‘ Thirty-one pound eight.” 

‘*You see, Munro. One day’s work.” He plunged his 
hand into his trouser pocket and brought out a pile of sovereigns 
which he balanced in his palm. ‘‘ Look at that, laddie. Rather 
different from my Avonmouth form. Eh, what?” 

‘Tt will be good news for them,” I suggested. 

He was scowling at me in an instant with all his old ferocity. 
You cannot imagine a more savage-looking creature than Cul- 
lingworth is when his temper goes wrong. He gets a perfectly 
fiendish expression in his light blue eyes, and all his hair bristles 
up like a cobra’s hood. He isn’t a beauty at his best, but at his 
worst he’s really phenomenal. At the first danger signal his 
wife had ordered the maid from the room. 

‘* What rot you do talk, Munro,” he cried. ‘‘Do you sup- 
pose I am going to cripple myself for years by letting those 
debts hang on to me?” 

‘¢T understood that you had promised,” said I. ‘‘ Still, of 
course, it is no business of mine.” 

‘*I should hope not,” he cried. ‘‘A tradesman stands to 
win or to lose. He allows a margin for bad debts. I would 
have paid it if I could. I couldn’t, and so I wiped the slate 
clean. No one in his senses would dream of spending all the 
money that I make in Bradfield upon the tradesmen of Avon- 
mouth.” 

‘‘ Suppose they come down upon you ?” 

‘‘ Well, we'll see about that when they do. Meanwhile, I 
am paying ready money for every mortal thing that comes up 
the door-steps. They think so well of me here that I could have 
had the whole place furnished like a palace from the drain-pipes 
to the flagstaff, only I determined to take each room in turn 
when I was ready for it. There’s nearly four hundred pounds 
under this one ceiling.” 

There came a tap at the door, and in walked a boy in buttons. 

‘‘ If you please, sir, Mr. Duncan wishes to see you.” 

‘‘ Give my compliments to Mr. Duncan, and tell him he may 
go to the devil.” 

‘* My dear Jimmy !”’ cried Mrs. Cullingworth. 

‘¢*Tell him Iam at dinner, and if all the kings pietrtal gs 
were waiting in the hall with their crowns in their a | 
wouldn’t cross that door-mat to see them.” 
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Tell him I'll shred him over the parish. He has two minutes to 
save his life in, and one of them is nearly gone.” 

The boy bolted from the room, and in an instant afterwards 
we heard the bang of the front door, with a clatter of steps down 
the stairs. Cullingworth lay back in his chair and roared until 
the tears shone on his eye-lashes, while his wife quivered all 
over with sympathetic merriment. 

“ T’li drive him mad,” Cullingworth sobbed at last. ‘‘ He’s 
a nervous, chicken-livered kind of man, and when I look at him 
he turns the colour of putty. When I pass his shop I usually 
just drop in and stand and look at him. I never speak, but just 
look. It paralyses him. Sometimes the shop is full of people, 

but it is just the same.” 
‘¢ Who is he, then?” I asked. 

‘‘He’s my corn-merchant. I was saying that I paid my 
tradesmen as I go, but he is the only exception. He has done 
me once or twice, you see, and so I try to take it out of him. 
By the way, you might send him down twenty pounds to-mor- 
row, Hetty. It’s time for an instalment.” 

What a gossip you will think me, Bertie. But when I 
begin my memory brings everything back so clearly, and I write 
on and on almost unconsciously. Besides, this fellow is such a 
mixture of qualities that I could never give you any idea of him 
by myself, and so I just try to repeat to you what he says and 
what he does, so that you may build up your own picture of the 
man. I know that he has always interested you, and that he 
does so more now than ever, since our fates have drawn us to- 
gether again. 

After dinner we went into the back room, which was the most 
extraordinary contrast to the front one, having only a plain deal 
table and half-a-dozen kitchen chairs scattered about on a lino- 
leum floor. At one end was an electric battery and a big mag- 
net. At the other, a packing-case with several pistols and a 
litter of cartridges upon it. A rook rifle was leaning up against 
it, and, looking round, I saw that the walls were all pocked 
with bullet marks. 

‘What's this, then?” I asked, rolling my eyes round. 

‘‘Hetty, what’s this?” he asked, with his pipe in his hand 
and his head cocked sideways. 

‘‘ Naval supremacy and the command of the seas,” said she, 
like a child repeating a lesson. 

‘‘That’s it,” he shouted, stabbing at me with the amber. 
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“I 


and join the board after allotment. 1 hold the salt water in the 
cup of this hand, every drop of it.” 

His wife put her hands on his shoulders with admiration in 
her eyes. I turned to knock out my pipe and grinned over the 
grate. 

‘*Oh, you may grin,” said he. (He was wonderfully quick 
at spotting what you were doing). ‘‘ You'll grin a little wider 
when you see the dividends coming in. What’s the value of that 
magnet ?” 

‘*A pound ?” 

‘*A million pounds. Not apenny under. And dirt cheap to 
the nation that buys it. I shall letit go at that, though I could 
make ten times as much if I held on. I shall take it up to the 
Secretary of the Navy in a week or two, and if he seems to bea 
civil, deserving sort of person, I shall do business with him. It’s 
not every day, Munro, that a man comes into his office with the 
Atlantic under one arm and the Pacific under the other. Eh, 
what ?” 

I knew it would make him savage, but I lay back in my 
chair and laughed until I was tired. His wife looked at me re- 
proachfully, but he, after a moment of blackness, burst out 
laughing also, stamping up and down the room and waving his 
arms. 

‘* Of course it seems absurd to you,” hecried. ‘‘ Well, I 
daresay it would to me if any other fellow had worked it out. 
But you may take my word for it that it’s all right. Hetty here 
will answer for it. Won’t you, Hetty?” 

‘* It’s splendid, dear.”’ 

‘* Now, I’ll show you, Munro, what an unbelieving Jew you 
are, trying to look interested and giggling at the back of your 
throat. In the first place, I have discovered a method—which I 
won't tell you—of increasing the attractive power of a magnet a 
hundred-fold. Have you grasped that ?” 

‘* Yes.” 

‘Very good. You arealso aware, I presume, that modern 
projectiles aré either made of or tipped with steel. It may pos- 
sibly have come to your ears that magnets attract steel. Permit 
me now to show you a small experiment.” He bent over his 
apparatus and I suddenly heard the snapping of electricity. 
‘* This,” he continued, going across to. the packing-case, ‘‘is a 
saloon pistol, and will be exhibited in the museums of the next 
century as being the weapon with which the new era was in- 
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is flattened upon the end of the magnet, after which you will 
apologise to me for that grin.” 

I looked, and it certainly was as he had said. 

‘*T'll tell you what I would do,” he cried. ‘‘ I am prepared 
to put that magnet in Hetty’s bonnet and to let you fire six shots 
straight at her face. How’s that for a test? You would’nt 
mind, Hetty? Eh, what?” 

I don’t think she would have objected, but I hastened to dis- 
claim any share in such an experiment. 

‘*OF course, you see that the whole thing is to scale. My 
war-ship of the future carries at her prow and stern a magnet 
which shall be as much larger than that as the big shell will be 
larger than this tiny bullet. Or I might have a separate raft, 
possibly, to carry my apparatus. My ship goes into action. 
What happens then, Munro; eh, what? Every shot fired at her 
goes smack on to the magnet. There’s a reservoir below into 
which they drop when the electric circuit is broken. After every 
action they are sold by auction for old metal and the result divided 
as prize-money among the crew. But think of it, man. I tell you 
it is an absolute impossibility for a shot to strike any ship which 
is provided with my apparatus. And then, look at the cheapness. 
You don’t want armour. You want nothing. Any ship that 
floats becomes invulnerable with one of these. The war-ship of 
the future will cost anything from seven pound ten. You’re 
grinning again, but if you give me a magnet and a Brixton 
trawler with a seven-pounder gun, I’ll show sport to the finest 
battle-ship afloat.” 

‘* Well, there must be some flaw about this,” I suggested. 
‘‘ If your magnet is so strong as all that, you would have your 
own broadside boomeranging back upon you.” 

‘Not a bit of it. There’s a big difference between a shot 
flying away from you with all its muzzle velocity, and another 
one which is coming towards you and only needs a slight deflec- 
tion to strike the magnet. Besides, by breaking the circuit I 
can take off the influence when I am firing my own broadside. 
Then I connect, and instantly become invulnerable.” 

‘‘ And your nails and screws ? ”’ 

‘*The war-ship of the future will be bolted together by 
wood.” 

Well, he would talk of nothing else the whole evening but of 
this wonderful invention of his. Perhaps there is nothing in it, 
probably there is not ; and yet it illustrates the many-sided nature 
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Skating is, of course, a characteristic feature of 

Francis Fremantle Holland. Everyone knows the old Dutch pictures of 
journeys into a the booths on the ice, like that of Peter de Hooy’s, 
strange land. in the National Gallery, with the plain white houses, 
and a brick church at the back, a barge or two frozen 

up, and the populace at large on skates. But it is quite a 
fallacy to suppose that Holland is in a perpetual state of frost 
during the winter. Dutch weather varies as much as our own, 

with the thermometer just a few degrees lower, and last winter 

there was very little frost in the south of the country. But 

when the frost comes, Dutchmen are on the ice at once. The 

men skate in to their work, and skate out again in the evening ; 
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good instance of this interchange of vowels is the river which 
flows through Amsterdam, and goes by the ignominious name 
of the ‘‘Ij,” or ‘°Y.” 
¥ % i * 
I took some time to understand the principle of 
The Fen Stroke. the Fen Stroke, which my friend had picked up from 
a Fenman in the town; but it is well worth the 
trouble of understanding. The effect is very ugly, as each stroke 
consists of a violent kick to the side, sending the weight of the 
body on to the other foot. This, combined with the impetus 
already attained, gives a long outward curve on each foot in turn, 
of about five yards. ‘‘ Turkey” Smart is said to move fifteen 
_ yards with each sweep, and Harold Hagen, the champion, a 
good deal more. This makes it very light work, as it is largely 
a question of the balance of the body ; and it is easy to go fifty 
or sixty miles in a day with tolerable conditions. The record is 
about one-hundred-and-fifty at present; but no official records 
have been made. My longest day’s journey was from Amster- 
dam to Utrecht—about fifty miles by the route that I took. I 
left the capital by the river Amstel, which wound about terribly ; 
and, as there was rather a strong southerly wind blowing, I 
sometimes had considerable difficulty in getting along. Skating 
in this way is just like bicycling. The ease of progression is 
about the same; and snow and wind in the one are about as 
trying as rain and wind in the other. My average rate was 
about eight miles an hour, but I could easily rise to ten, or 
often to more. Every now and then the thaw brought in by the 
wind had taken effect, and I had to get a board, and stumble 
across it through the water to land, take off my skates, and 
walk along until I came to a better bit of ice. | 
x x x x 
It was a most extraordinary contrast, after skat- 
Dutch canals. ing through the deserted country parts, and passing 
through only an occasional village, with hardly a sign 
of life even there, to walk over a dyke and suddenly come upon 
the big town-canals simply swarming with people—old men and 
young men, Vrouws and Jungjuffrouws, boys and girls, and 
babies cf not more than four or five, rushing about on skates. 
The soldiers with their long,,flowing blue overcoats and mitre 
caps ; the paterfamilias with his wife and family hanging on in 
line behind ; the workmen dashing along at a terrific pace; the 
shop-boys with their sweethearts in front ; and the servant girls 
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ready, and launched me forth with a vigorous shove. Away I 
went, with a good wind at my back, and straight as an arrow 
I flew—towards a young lady who was resting on the opposite 
bank. She was quite unconscious of my approach, and I knew 
that something horrible was bound to happen; but I could do 
nothing to stop my wild career. Fortunately, I had the sense 
to shout. The young lady looked up, and in a moment after- 
wards caught me in her arms—lI beg to say that this happened 
years and years ago. 1 believe 
I must have clutched hold of 
her, for we spun round and round, 
in a kind of mad waltz, before 
we sat down, firmly, for a nice 
comfortable chat. ‘‘ You stupid 
boy,” she said, as she began to 
tighten her straps ; ‘‘ what did you 
do that for?” But I was silent. 
I had never before seen so fair 
athing. In three minutes I knew 
that I loved—passionately, madly, 
hopelessly. At the end of that 
time she spoke again, ‘‘ Give me 
your hand, little boy, and I’ll show 
you how to turn.” Now this 
combination of patronage and su- “T prew!” 
periority was not quite what I 

desired. I daresay she was about twenty-five, and I know I 
was just ten. However, I did not like being called a little 
boy; and the engagement never came off. 





% % * * 


Ten years afterwards, I was standing on the frozen 

He tells ofa C ite WW beach: “4: : . 
Sollislon: am, opposite Waterbeach ; waiting, in a stiff north- | 
easter, for Tommy Gascoigne. He and I were going 
to skate to Ely, and I had arranged to meet him here. Now, if 
the donkey had only been punctual, we should have been miles 
away, but, just as I was anathematising him for the fiftieth time, 
there came an earthquake, followed by a clap of thunder. My 
first impression was that I had been riven into several pieces ; 
but when I sat up I observed a broad-shouldered country maid— 
also in a sitting posture—who was gazing ruefully at an arrange- 
ment of trussed fowls, broken eggs, rolls of butter, other farm 
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prodice, and a clothes-basket. It happened that she was going’ 
to market ; that she had formed her back skirts into a sail, by 
holding them against the basket on her head, and that she had 
crashed into me because she didn’t know I was behind her. To 
tell the truth, I was rather glad the catastrophe had happened ; 
for she was really a beautiful girl. In fact I told her so, and she 
called mea ‘‘silly.” I asked her what was her pretty name, 
and she replied, ‘‘ Anner’—n’—what’s—yours ?” Loveis, indeed, 
a great leveller. I cared nothing for the difference in our social 
positions ; because I knew, now, what a man means by love. I! 
was proceeding to tell her this when Tommy came up and 
spoiled the whole thing. Moreover, his laughter was coarse 
and brutal when I told him I meant to write home to the 
governor that very night. I forget why I didn’t; but I never 
did. — | 
# # # # 

Six winters later found me under promise to show 
a young lady howto cut the figure eight. She wasan Later. 
extremely beautiful girl ; and, for the first time in my | 
life, I found that I was deeply, seriously, earnestly inlove. Now, - 
the nearest ice was some distance away; with a short railway 
journey at one end and a five-mile 
ws walk at the other. I remember 
- g that she was in a desperate hurry 
to get there; whereas I would 
have gladly trebled the distance, - 
because — because 
there was a secret yet. 
\ --—— to be revealed. Well, - 
- we reached that sheet 

of ice, and, for once in 

a while, my ill-luck 

stood me ingoodstead. 

ee In putting on my 

Se skates a_ heel-screw 





en a —. = >- ~~ snapped, and I was 
| _ = saved from humilia- 

HAS ek, ae tion. ‘‘ Never mind,” 

2 a aid my companion, 

*“GENERALLY ON MY BACK.” you can borrow a 


pair from the man 
over there.” Hang the man over there! I pleaded fatigue, : 
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want of practice, all kinds of excuses; and then she fixed me 
with her glittering eye. ‘‘ I know now,” she said wrathfully, 
‘‘why you have been talking such nonsense all the time. I 
don’t believe you know how to do a figure eight. You have 
brought me all this way for nothing ; and | insist upon walking 
back to the station by myself.” To be candid, I think she 
was right. I haven’t done a figure eight for a long time now— 
never, so far as I can recollect. If ever I do skate, nowadays, 
it is generally on my back; but I like sitting down better. 
Now what have you got to say ? 


% % * % 


A pair of rusted skates hung by a peg from the 


Harland wants to wall of our lumber-room, but ice, in our part of the 


skate. 


The skates are 
all wrong. 


world, was almost as unknown as tropic fruit in 
Greenland. In the course of a winter, to be sure, we would 
have a good many bitter days, but, to 
prove that they weren’t misfortunes, 
they came in single spies, not in bat- 
talions, and so the water in our pond’ 
never had time to do more than freeze 
a little at the edges. All the same, 
André (our farmer’s son) and I used 
to gaze wistfully at the pair of skates 
that hung in the lumber-room, and to 
think what fun it would be to live in 
a country where such instruments of 
pleasure need not run to 
rust. Wehad read of skat- 
ing in our story-books, and 
in one of them there was 
a beautiful coloured illus- 
tration, representing a great 
company of rosy-faced boys 
and girls gliding joyously hither and thither between the snow- 
covered banks of a frozen stream. 


‘©T USED TO GAZE WISTFULLY.’’ 


% * % % 


And then befell the terrible winter of 1874, and 
we had a fortnight of constant frost, and the surface 
of our pond became as solid as a pavement. So 
André and I took down the pair of skates, For me (conceive 
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added, in tones as near awe-struck as any I ever expect to 
hear Ethel de Villar use, ‘‘do you know, that Curate can’t even 
swim!!!” ‘* Well,” I said, ‘‘ of course, he showed great devo- 
tion, but then——” ‘‘ So did the others,” she exclaimed ; “ they 
all showed devotion, they’ve all been showing nothing else for 
days ; I wonder the other girls are not more jealous, and now 
they’re all only waiting for me to thank them to—well, can’t 
you understand ?” Most women can blush at times, so it was 
not that that surprised me, but the look of genuine concern in her 
eyes did. She was almost tearful as I seated myself gently on 
the sofa beside her. ‘‘ By George! I believe you are right. 
Of course, if a man saves a girl’s life he has a claim,” I said ; 
socine sympathetically, ‘‘ which is it to be?” ‘* Hush, here’s 
the doctor,” she said, and 
he entered the room at the 
moment, felt her pulse, and 
congratulated her on her re- 
covery. ‘‘ Lucky I was there 
so soon,” he said, cheerfully ; 
‘‘she might have died.” 
‘What, did you, too, save 
her life?” I asked, ner- 
i BA | a b Seat vously, and murmured 
= : yo * e oes il | ‘five,” as I glanced towards 
uh “EN i iyi “2 ZL | - | her. He eyed her with 
cag u | { marked admiration, and she 
j reddened again, but he only 
said, half-turning to me: 
‘I suppose so; but that 
nip of cherry brandy I’m 
told you gave her, was just 
the right thing at the right 
time. I daresay but for that 
—but I must not wait.”’ And 
he hurried off. ‘‘ You make six, with your cherry brandy,” she 
said, first screwing up her mouth, and then exploding with laugh- 
ter. ‘‘Even you; how awfully funny.” I understood now the 
sense in which I did not matter. ‘‘ Don’t be offended, please,” 
she said, ‘‘do mea service”; and she got up and wrote. ‘‘ Send 
that for me,” she said presently ; ‘‘I haven’t got sixpence, and its 
a haff-penny over ; the post-office is a mile off; you'll get back 
to lunch. It’s the only thing I can do—do, please, help me.” 





‘644— COULDN’T SWIM.”’ 
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I suppose if you are asked to send off a telegram 
you may read it. I always do—and post-cards, too. 
Hers ran, ‘‘Golightly, Scilly Islands Light Infantry, Aldershot ; 
You may give It out now. Ethel.” What ‘It’ was I under- 
stood next day, when I saw the Morning Post, just as I was leav- 
ing for town. I deposited the open paper on the billiard-room 
table, and departed hoping that my host’s gun-cabinet was 
locked, and the ice on the lake impenetrable. Miss Ethel de 
Villar was still too ill to appear at breakfast, but I believe that, 
as Mrs. Golightly, the Scilly Islanders, from the colonel to the 
youngest drummer-boy, simply adore her. 


The telegram. 


% % % % 


No, I know no skating stories worth speaking of. 
The first time I went skating was at Canterbury, and Gribble has no 
I thought the action was the same as in sliding until Story to tell. 


the ice sprang up and | { uf 
smote me on the back es / Z| 
of the head and taught ae a 


me better. The second 
time was in Holland, 
and this time there was 
no ice at all. Yet that 
was the most important 
of all my skating expe- 
ditions. It marked the 
beginning of my literary 
career, and if I were —~ 
writing an article on ee 
‘‘“my first book,” I 


f ete 
should have a good deal a ee . es lic see 
to say about it = 

: ‘THE FIRST TIME,” 
x * x 


So far as I can recollect—that is how ths article 
would have run—I went to Holland because there But makes miscel- 
had just been a tragedy in my life; but I thought !aneous remarks, 
that I might just as well get a little skating at the 
same time. I supposed that one could be as sure of getting 
skating in Holland as of getting curacoa. It turned out that I 
was mistaken. I landed at Flushing in a drizzle, and even on 
the shores of the Zuyder Zee met nothing more serious than 


3 E 
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sleet. So I gave up all thoughts of skating, and wandered 
about listlessly on the towing paths by the canals, wondering 
whether I could not manage to pay a part of my expenses by 
writing something readable about the lanascape. It was a long 
time before inspiration came to me. Though I explored the 
slums of Rotterdam, and wandered through the streets of Broek 
—the cleanest village in the world—and crossed from Monicken- 
dam to the Isle of Marken in a fishing smack, I felt that I had 
nothing to say about these interesting places which-had not 
frequently been said before. For I was young and inexperienced 
in those days, and thought that people never wrote for news- 
papers, even for the sake of filthy lucre, unless they had got 
hold of some really new and original ideas. At last, however, 
my patience was rewarded, and an idea did actually come to me. 


* * x x 


It was at Scheveningéen, of all places in the world. 

Which have nothing Upon a heavy, grey December morning I stood upon 
to do with skating. the Scheveningen sand-hills and tried to think out an 
article on ‘‘ Scheveningen in Winter.”’ So long as the 

conscious effort lasted, I still found that I had nothing in 

™, >, particular to say. I gave up tryimg, and let 

<< # , myself admire the scenery without ulterior 

' motives. Then, suddenly, a great white fog 

Z rolled up from the German Ocean and hid 
NG eee everything from me. The weirdness of the 
\i mist impressed me, and reminded me of other mists that 
I had heard or read of,—of the mist that overhung the 
fighters in that last fabled battle in the Land of Lyo- 
nesse,—of the mist that wrapt Heine when he walked on 
the shores of Nordeyney, and showed him.for a moment 
the lost face of ‘‘die Herz-Geliebte.”” And then, as 
suddenly, it flashed upon me that there, in 

xe. these impressions of the mist, was my article 

: 3 ready to my hand. Oncemore my interest 
- in the scenery was wholly literary. I 
| moved about in the white darkness, roll- 
| ing phrases on my tongue. With all 
ee my speed I hurried back into the village, 

A NATIVE. and entering a café, called for punch. 
They brought it me, and the waiter lent 

me a pencil, and I scrawled the rough draft of my first article on 
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is the study of a score of branches of knowledge, most of which 
are of questionable use, while none is ever thoroughly learned. 
The curriculum of a girl’s school should contain but four studies 
—-French,. German, elementary arithmetic, and novels. The 
pupil should begin with Trollope and Howells, and pass on 
through Rhoda Broughton and Hardy up to Meredith, Kipling, 
and Balzac. History should be studied with the aid ‘of Scott, 
Weyman, Dumas, and Doyle—authors who can give the student 
a far truer knowledge of the essential facts of history than can 
be gained by reading scores of solemn chronicles written by men 
who fancy that they are the only historians. Girls graduated 
from such a school would be educated in a way fitting them for 
daily life. There is always danger in educating one’s self, and 
it is much better that a girl should study novels under the 
guidance of a skilful teacher, than that she should select her 
own course and her own text-books. It is always possible that 
a self-taught girl may fancy that she can gain a knowledge of 
life by studying ‘‘ Quida’’; just as the self-taught man often 
educates himself by reading Carlyle. The result in both cases 
is, of course, deplorable. 
%  ° * # * 

The small-boy is nearly always cruel. He has no regard for 
the feelings of his fellows. To tease is his delight, and if he 
can establish a ‘‘raw” in the spiritual cuticle of his most 
intimate chum, he will leave nothing undone to irritate it. 
Nevertheless the small-boy is not consciously cruel. He is 
simply obtuse, and it is not until he ceases to be a small-boy 
that he discovers that it is mean and cowardly to hurt the feelings 
of other boys. 

The same sort of cruelty characterises the journalistic small- 
boy. For some unknown reason the youthful journalist is often 
permitted to begin his career by writing ‘‘ book notices.” Now 
the journalistic small-boy knows that smartly written abuse of 
a book and its author will attract far more attention than the 
most careful and honest estimate of the book. He therefore 
makes it a point to ‘‘slate” every book that affords any oppor- 
tunity for that process. Not content with pointing out the 
faults of the book and ignoring its merits, he leaves nothing 
‘unsaid that can wound the author. The keener and deeper he 
can thrust, the more notice the slaying of the unhappy author 
will attract. It is nothing to the journalistic small-boy that the 
author has worked fondly over his book ; that he is passionately 
longing for its success ; and that upon its success or failure may 
depend his whole future. The more the journalistic small-boy 
can injure the book and pain its author the better he is pleased. 
Of course he tells himself that he ‘‘slates”’ books purely in the 
interests of literature, and that he cannot, as a conscientious 
critic, permit his kind heart to interfere with his duty. He 
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knows, however, that this is untrue, and that his real motive is 
to write a smart and slashing article. If he does not know it 
now, he will know it when he arrives at years of discretion and 
kindness. The day will come when the cowardice and brutality 
of abusing a book simply for the sake of writing smartly will be 
as clear to him as it is to his elders to-day. 


* * * % 


No! This is not the wail of a victim. Nobody has been 
‘‘slating”’ me, and I am not writhing under the attacks of the 
journalistic small-boy. I, too, have been in his place, and have 
‘* slated” books in order to show my fancied smartness. I, too, 
told myself the transparent falsehood that I was writing solely 
in the interests of literature. I need not say how heartily I 
am ashamed of it, but it has made me understand that the 
journalistic small-boy who spends his time in insulting and 
wounding men and women with his gibes is cruel chiefly because 
he is very young. If criticism is to be honest, impartial, and 
humane, there should be an unwritten law of journalism for- 
bidding any man or woman under forty years of age to write a 
line concerning books, pictures, music, or the drama. So long 
as the press permits its small-boys to hoot at grown-up men and 
decent women, and to throw lumps of coal at them from the 
window of the editor’s office, criticism will be as worthless as it 
is now. Did the critics teach Kipling how to write, or did he 
write his best stories before the critics learned of his existence ? 
Did criticism prevent the harmless necessary E. P. Roe from 
selling untold thousands of his books? The journalistic small- 
boy occasionally kills a weak and foolish novel that might 
otherwise have gained an accidental and temporary success ; 
but the sum of his influence upon literature is extremely small. 
The one proud, triumphant feature of his career is that he gives 
pain to scores of men and women who can neither ward off his 
stabs nor strike back at him. 


* «x % % 


In the interests of book-buyers it should be made a penal 
offence for a novelist to publish a revised edition of any of his 
books. Nowadays, when a story is published as a serial, the 
reader has not the slightest certainty that it will not be 
materially altered when the author publishes it in book form. 
The result is that the conscientious book collector cannot content 
himself with buying the book in its final shape, but is compelled 
to buy a dozen or more numbers of the magazine in which it 
originally appeared. For example, Mr. Hardy published two 
versions of Zess, the one as a serial and the other as a book, and 
no man who wishes to have a complete set of Mr. Hardy’s books 
can afford to do without either version. Similarly, Mr. Steven- 
son published in a magazine a story called David Balfour, which 
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he afterwards published in an amended form under the title of 
Catriona. Can any library be called complete which does not 
contain David Balfour as well as Catriona? There are two 
distinct versions of Kipling’s Zzght that Fazled, one published in 

America and the other published here. The latter has two 

chapters that do not appear in the former, and the two books 
end in entirely different ways. This of course compels me to 
buy two editions of the book, and makes me forever miserable 
because I cannot make up my mind which version I prefer. 

Then again there is Mr. Du Maurier, whose 77z/dy, as it appears 
in book form, differs considerably from the 77z/by that appeared 
in Harper's Magazine. Which 7rilby shall I omit when I bind 
up my complete edition of Du Maurier? Mr. George Moore has 
revised at least one of his books so thoroughly that the revised 
edition bears only a general resemblance to the original edition, 

but in this case both books were published in single-volume 
form, and the collector is not compelled to buy a lot of old 
unbound magazines. If this sort of thing is to become the rule, 

the life of the conscientious book collector will become a burden 
to him. If authors will kindly make up their minds what they 
wish to say, and then say it and stick to it, the book-shelves of ' 
their admirers will no longer consist of ragged magazines thrust 
in between respectably dressed books. 


* * + 


I have been able to read Dr. Conan Doyle’s new book 
Round the ‘Red Lamp (Methuen & Co.) only with the very 
greatest caution. It is presumed to narrate the experiences of a 
general medical practitioner, and, being wonderfully realistic, it 
is naturally full of symptoms of rare and interesting diseases. 
Now nature has unfortunately so constituted me that I cannot 
read of symptoms of any kind without developing them within 
the next twenty-four hours. Had I read every word of Dr. 
Doyle’s book I should now be suffering from more combined 
and complicated diseases than ever before afflicted any one 
person. Consequently I have had to read the book with a sharp 
look-out for symptoms, and at the first mention of one have been 
compelled to turn the page in order to avoidit. In this way I have 
undoubtedly lost much, but I have not failed to perceive in this 
new collection of stories all the qualities which have given to the 
author’s novels their wide popularity. Several of these stories 
Originally appeared in THE IDLER, but there are also a number 
that are now published for the first time. People who do not 
contract diseases merely by reading of their symptoms will find 
the book an unusually readable one. On the other hand, 
hypochondriacs may possibly find Round the Red Lamp all the 
more interesting for the reason that their ingenious nerves will 
furnish a running commentary, vividly illustrating the author’s 
descriptions by reproducing all the early and late symptoms of 
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locomotor ataxis, angina pectoris, and other select diseases. 
At least it is to be hoped that such will be the case, for the 
hypochondriac ought to have some little compensation for the 
tortures which his fiendish nerves habitually inflict upon him. 


* *% % % 


Comparative philology is a delightful game, but it would be 
still more delightful were it more a game of skill and less a game 
of chance. A philologist kindly writes to inform me that I am 
mistaken in attributing the origin of the expression, ‘‘ Great 
Scott !”” to American admiration for the late General Scott. The 
expression is, my philological friend informs me, derived from 
the German, Gyriss Gott. Now there is, I admit, a certain 
similarity of sound between the two expressions, and this is 
quite sufficient to induce a philologist to assume that the one is 
derived from the other. As it happens, however, there is no 
connection between the two. I remember the very time when 
‘‘Great Scott!’ was used exclusively in the American army, 
and avowedly in honour of General Scott, who had just captured 
the city of Mexico. I remember, too, how the expression was 
caught up by the American people generally, and was for many 
years as distinctively American as is the blood-curdling New 
England oath, ‘‘ Gaul darn ye!” I know that in saying this I 
am exposing myself to the suspicion of being considerably more 
than twenty-five years of age, but what man can hesitate as to 
his duty when he is compelled to choose between truth and 
comparative philology ? 


% x % % 


Mr. Arthur Morrison’s Zales of Mean Streets (Methuen & Co.) 
are certainly as powerful as they are painful, which is saying a. 
good deal. They place Mr. Morrison among the very best short 
story writers of the day. They have much of the finish, the 
truthfulness, and the hard pitilessness of the stories of Guy de 
Maupassant. Indeed, Mr. Morrison is the only English writer 
who can truthfully be called a disciple of De Maupassant. He 
hats written his stories not to please the public, but to satisfy his 
instincts as an artist. 

Nothing can be more absurd than to find fault with a story 
because it does not ‘‘end happily.” Nevertheless, so much 
of cruelty, misery, and heart-break necessarily enter into the sub- 
jects which Mr. Morrison has chosen, that even the skill with — 
which the stories are told cannot make them attractive to the 
average reader. Mr. Morrison, in writing this volume, has satis- 
fied every intelligent reader that a new and powerful story-teller 
has arisen. I hope that he will be content with what he has 
already achieved in this direction, and that, hereafter, we shall 
be able, not merely to admire, but to take delight in his stories. 
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Mr. Andrew Lang referred the other day, rather incredu- 
lously, to the alleged photographer who photographed an Indian 
juggler in the performance of an alleged miracle, and afterwards 
found no picture on the plate. The object of this story was to 
prove that Indian jugglers do not perform the miracles popu- 
larly accredited to them, but that they simply mesmerise the 
spectators, and so induce them to believe that they have seen 
what has in reality never taken place. This story of the camera 
and the Indian juggler was invented a year or two ago by a 
Chicago newspaper, but it is in a fair way of becoming generally 
accepted as a fact. Any story told of an Indian juggler has 
only to be persisted 1 infor a few years in order to be accepted 
without question. For example, there is the story of the jug- 
gler who throws a ball of cord into the air, sends a small-boy up 
the cord, and afterwards climbs up the cord himself, and throws 
down the mangled limbs of the boy whom he has cut to pieces 
with his sword. This story was first told by a Moor, one Ibn 
Batuta, who claimed to have witnessed the feat in China in the 
year 1348. An Anglo-Dutchman, named Edward Melton, next 
asserted that he had seen the same performance in, Batavia in 
1670. Finally, an American journalist, one George Lunt, of 
Boston, wrote not many years ago an idle paragraph, in which 
he professed to have met an Indian juggler tramping in America 
who performed the same miracle for Mr. Lunt’s amusement. 

Now Lunt’s account was confessedly pure fiction. The only 
authorities in support of the miracle are, therefore, Ibn Batuta 
in 1348, and the so-called Edward Melton in 1670. They and 
George Lunt are the only persons who have ever pretended that 
they had seen the feat performed. And yet the story has been 
so often repeated, that most people accept without hesitation the 
assertion that Indian jugglers constantly throw a ball of cord 
into the air, send a small boy up the cord, and afterwards climb 
up thecord and kill the boy. If there were a juggler in existence 
capable of performing this feat it need hardly be said that the 
managers of the Empire or the Alhambra would pay him any 
price to come to London and exhibit it on the stage. 


% % «x * 


Of late ‘‘OQuida” has lost no opportunity of cursing the 
Italian Government generally, and Signor Crispi in particular, 
without the slightest regard to truth or grammar. She has 
always been indignant at the brutal Philistinism of a government 
which profanes cities like Rome and Florence by pulling down 
insanitary houses, and by letting sun and air into the breeding 
places of pestilent microbes. Now she has a new grievance in 
the fact that the leader of those charming Sicilian rioters, who 
poured paraffin over captured gendarmes, and burnt them to 
death, has been sentenced to a long imprisonment. Of course 
it would be idle to reason with ‘‘ Ouida.” Still, when a respect- 
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able periodical permits ‘‘ Ouida” to make temporary use of its 
columns, it might at least decline to permit her mis-statements 
and perversions to pass current without correction. No one 
would gather from fistening to ‘‘ Ouida’s ” wails that the man — 
whose imprisonment she denounces as a brutal, political outrage 
was the leader of an anarchical rebellion, who deserved no 
more mercy than was shown to Ravachol and the assassin of 
Carnot. . 
x x w 


Mr. S. Baring-Gould, in his Queen of, Love (Methuen & Co.) 
tells a very interesting story in a very interesting way. It may 
be a matter of taste, but it seems to me that his stories would 
be improved were they to be pitched in a lower key. In the 
Queen of Love there are half-a-dozen characters who are 
unquestionably real, and yet certain distinguishing traits in each 
one of them are made so glaringly obvious that they give an 
air of melodrama to the book which it does not deserve. How- 
ever, there are very many people who admire Mr. Baring- 
Gould’s books for this very peculiarity, and they surely have a 
right to be gratified. 

Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. have issued a cheap edition of 
Mr. Joseph Hatton’s Under the Great Seal. The stars—and the 
Nihilists—in their courses fight in behalf of Mr. Hatton’s books. 
No sooner did he write a novel dealing with Russian anarchists 
than those enterprising people began to explode bombs as if for 
the deliberate purpose of advertising Mr. Hatton’s book. Under 
the Great Seal is mainly a Newfoundland story, and I expect to 
see some new complications arise in connection with the endless 
fishery question, which will give a fresh ‘‘boom”’ to Mr. Hatton’s 
tlever story. There is, however, enough of adventure and move- 
ment in the book to make it popular, without the aid of inter- 
national complications ; and so perhaps Mr. Hatton will attract 
attention to the fisheries, instead of inducing the fisheries to 
attract attention to his book. 


% % % % 


Mr. Morley Roberts’ new volume of stories, entitled, Red 
Earth (Lawrence & Bullen), will do much for his reputation. 
The stories are certainly as powerful as any of their predecessors, 
and they show a distinct advance in the matter of style. Take, 
for example, Zhe Measuring of the Dhow. 1 cannot see how any 
flaw can be found in this delightful little sketch. Its realism, 
its humour, and the light and firm touch which characterises 
every sentence, are worthy of all praise. Most of the stories are 
sombre, and undeniably ‘‘ bluggy,” but of their power, and the 
admirable way in which they are told, there can be no question. 
In Red Jim of the S.P., there is a description of an approaching 
but invisible railway train, which demonstrates that Mr. Roberts 
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can convert even that most prosaic of all objects, a goods train, 
into poetry. To transmute the prosaic into poetry, and the 
vulgar into true tragedy, are feats which should rank far above 
the mere transmutation of metals ; and these are precisely the 
feats of literary alchemy which Mr. Roberts has performed. 


*x % * % 


The Story of Sonny Sahib, by Mrs. Everard Cotes: (Macmillan 
& Co.), is a story of the Indian Mutiny. The usual recipe for 
making stories of the mutiny, is to mix equal parts of blood and 
Hindustani words ; but Mrs. Cotes, who, as yet, is better known 
as Miss Sara. Jeannette Duncan, has preferred pathos to blood, 
and humour to Hindustani. The result is a delightful little story, 
the hero of which is an English boy saved from the Cawnpore 
Massacre; brought. up as a Rajput, and reconverted into an 
Englishman by an act of bravery and fidelity. 


% * % % 


Mankind may be broadly divided into two classes — the 
fortunate people who have read Daudet, and the unfortunate 
who have not. Both classes have equal reason to rise up and 
call Mr. Robert Harborough Sherard peculiarly blessed for 
having written Alphonse Daudet (Edward Arnold). The reader 
of Daudet’s novels will learn from this book the story of 
Daudet’s life, and how his various books of prose and verse 
had birth and grew into ripe maturity ; while he who has never 
read a line of Daudet can, with Mr. Sherard’s help, quickly and 
easily gain a clear conception of what manner of man the great 
Frenchman is, and what are the chief characteristics of his 
novels and poems. The book is not merely a life of Daudet, 
and an acute and loving appreciation of his character, but it is 
also a bibliography and criticism of his books. In other words, 
it tells all that the public need to know of the man. Mr. 
Sherard is peculiarly well-qualified for the task of writing such 
a book, since he is intimately acquainted with Daudet and his 
works, and moreover possesses in a high degree the true 
critical faculty. His Zola was a noteworthy book, but his 
Daudet is, in several respects, distinctly superior to its pre- 
decessor. 
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